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PREFACE. 



From the dates appended to one or two of these 
poems, the Reader will perceive that the volume 
before him is, as a whole, the fruit of mature life. 
Nothing very juvenile has been admitted, and every- 
thing has been so carefully revised that the inexpe- 
rience of youth cannot be pleaded in extenuation of 
faults. I do not say that everything is just as I would 
write it now; but there is a point at which it is 
necessary to withhold the hand, especially in the 
revision of early work, and I have withheld mine then, 
and then only, when I felt that I had nothing to hope 
from additional labour. InequaUties, and diversities 
of aim and influence, will of necessity make themselves 
evident to the critical Reader in a work thus com- 
posed, but if, by a volume so miscellaneous, I lay 
myself unusually open to adverse criticism, there is 
one advantage which I hope to reap. Treating, as I 
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vi PREFACE. 

often have, of themes which no one has ever yet 
succeeded in making easy reading, I cannot hope to 
escape the accusation of obscurity, but I do hope 
that there is a sufficient number of pages in this book 
free from every suspicion of this fault to prove that, 
on the one hand, I have not been endeavouring to 
make The Little appear The Great by enveloping it 
in mist, and that, on the other, if the meaning of 
some passages is not obvious at the first glance, a 
little more attention than usual, a little sympathetic 
effort on the part of the Reader, may not be altogether 
thrown away. Phsedrus even, with all his charming 
simplicity, had to make some demand on his friend 
Eutychus. 

January 1876. 
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THE KING'S SACRIFICE. 



odx ip T^ IS^ri ft6vov, aW' iv r(^ HHart ical iv r^ atfueri. 



PROLOGUE. 



This broken slope of nameless mounds, 

Prone blocks of porphyry, splinter'd rounds 

Of base and capital, where glows 

The delicate warmth of peach and rose, 

Even yet, from burnt and bximing lair 5 

Of aloe, cactus, prickly pear — 

(Grotesques of Nature, such as Art 

Will frame to mock her bleeding heart, 

Shut from her rightful heavens and doom'd 

To roam earth's deserts curse-consumed)— 10 

These scalding slabs, strewn here and there, 

Of terrace and of massy stair 

Remnants — ^what mean they? Human eye 

A human hand may well descry, 

But whose ? Befits it that we grope 1 5 

For * Age of Stone ' with modem hope. 

Or pray for noble tears with him 

Who saw the gold, most fine gold, dim, 

And o'er those horrors of decay 

Poufd * Lamentations ' loud to-day ? 20 

B 

6 $• 
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2 THE KING'S SACRIFICE. 

Follow my finger; still enzoned 
With woods, on green-robed hills enthroned, 
A nearer city * lures our gaze 
Soon to ensure it; pass her — trace 
The white-hot shoreflats quenched at last 25 

In shrunken waters and the waste 
Of sand beyond, till, seven leagues hence. 
O'er gates and walls and battlements, 
(If more than work of rough sand-showers,) 
Plain ye discern cathedral towers ! 30 

Ah, strong in blessing if the cursed 
Confusion in that cradle nursed 
Enwomb it in its own deep hell 
At sounding of their hallowed bell ! 
There was conceived, there to light sprung, 35 

The terror that unmann'd and flung 
A nation at its victors* feet, 
That (scared not from its ancient seat) 
Wrings a world's anger'd heart with paiii 
For martyr'd emperor lost in vain. 40 

For lo ! the splendid vale whose name 
Enkindled Prescott writes in flame. 
Where Montezuma learn'd the pang 
When trusted evil shows her fang, 
Where martyr'd Maximilian knew 45 

That virtue can be fatal too. 

This gaunt white waste of salt, pale sands, 
Dead waters in black blots and bands, 
With range of coppery hills at back — 
This the grand vale of Anahuac ? 50 

' Tezcuco. 
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THE KING'S SACRIFICE, 3 

So ! — ^And this fiiraace, where we sit, 

The eye erewhile and soul of it ; — 

The garden-rock whereof you read 

That yon huge mountains, winter-spread, 

Drive through the vale a spur and diere 55 

Send up a wooded peak in air, — 

Lone Tezcozingo — chosen bower, 

Through the great valley's golden hour, 

Of him who bore her sceptre then 

And thronged her with the souls of mem 60 

The pendent bowers of Babel's queen. 
The gardens of Odysseus seen. 
Or those, not mystic, where the spouse 
Could smooth her sapient monarch's brows, 
Though these have won the louder fame, — 65 

Flower'd any from so pure an aim ? 
But when to those was Memory good 
Whose naming hath not pleased her mood ? 
Ah, faint your stir of heart, I fear, 
If prompt I breathe upon your ear 70 

The name — (yet whose, I pray you, more 
Grand when the lifting verse would soar ?) 
Of him who wandered here of old — 
Nezahualcoyoth I 

If one told 
His story could you lend your ears 75 

And listen ? Ye reply with fears : — 
* Whate'er the pleasure we may find 
In flashes quaint of savage mind 
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4 THE KING'S SACRIFICE. 

When travellers tell, from you we ask 

Other delight, if verse your tasL* 80 

— A savage mind ? — If he my theme 

Who mused in groves of Academe, 

Ye scarce could fling me in the teeth 

The brigand loose on hill and heath ; 

Yet Plato's measure scarce exceeds 85 

Theirs with whose butchery Britain bleeds,^ 

More than mine emperor's theirs who tried 

Foul spells to baffle Cortes* pride. 

Who forced the splendid treasury 
O' the vales of God — (for mortal eye 90 

The valleys of the Shadow of Death) — 
Forced wonders that have life and breath 
In tropic home of scarlet vine, 
Mahogany, cocoa, luscious pine, 
Lliana, treefem, royal palm, 95 

Where all earth's sweets her air embalm, 
Where flower and bird and insect seem 
All flame-robed children of one dream. 
To flash before him from this blank 
Of barren stone and thorny bank, — 100 

Who lived the fear of evil hearts, 
Yea, death itself to lying arts, 
(A man might sanely wish that still 
Such * savage ' awed the reckless quill,) 
Yet father of his poor— the sage, 105 

The sword of an heroic age, 

> Written May 187a 
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THE KING'S SACRIFICE, 5 

Bard, prophet, — sure, had Heaven decreed 

His planting with our royal seed 

I' the elder world, to have blazed the peer 

Of any that our souls revere — no 

Of Alfred, or of Charlemain, — 

Yea to the holy heights had ta'en 

With David's self, his peer in light 

As now in common shades of night . . . 

But that's the tale. — Of such a king 115 

Say were it ill to hear or sing? 

'Gainst such can bigot hold his ground 

Nor sacer votes e'er be found ? 

No need then that my muse should take 
Her stand, replying that who make 120 

Ours anything men's hands have wrought, 
Ours anything men's brains have thought, 
Till * Know thyself outspread the sphere 
O* the dwarf who bears thy poor name here, 
Prove no ill stewards of the grace 125 

Pour'd on the heaven-tongued human race, 
Because to no strange turns and nooks 
Of life and death my spirit looks, 
For no quaint pranks or rites I pry ; — 
The solemn war is in mine eye 130 

Yourselves wage, have waged, or shall wage 
If that be yours which knows the rage. 
The rapture, when the poet chaunts — 
Soul I * — And if strange the combatants, 

* •L*homme aime le tragique, qui pourtant repouvante. 
Pourquoi? C'est que le tragique, tout en Tepouvantant, le 
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6 THE KING'S SACRIFICE. 

If wonted guise and ways you miss, 135 

Know that Art loves them even for this. 

The outward gear, the coloured mask, 

Allure not from your real task ; 

Unknown the war-notes of a day 

When Whig and Tory start the fray, 140 

Semitic claims and Aryan 

And Catholic and Puritan, 

(Whatever elements of those 

For ever meet in any foes,) 

Ye sit, all spirit and all eye 145 

For that tremendous victory 

Which grim hell-tyrants would not yield 

To Heaven on this burnt battlefield. 

Ah, could a stronger sound the song. 
And I, the mutest of your throng, 150 

Here, in mine Emperor's own demesne. 
Rapt listener to the perfect strain 
Of poet bom for theme divine. 
Sit bow'd and muffled — or if mine 
The voice, then mine no more than cries 155 

Of raptures and of agonies ! 

met en contact avec de grandes et augustes realites invisibles, 
avec les lois immuables de Pordre moral, avec les necessites 
mysterieuses de cet ordre qui ^crase les individus assez mal- 
heureux ou assez coupables pour se mettre en travers, et Phomme 
est ainsi fait qu'il savoure le sentiment, en soi desagreable, de 
la terreur, si par Ik il devient sensible a la realite superieure 
qui commande k sa destinee et domine souverainement ses 
agitations aveugles. Eh bien ! il en fut de m6me au sein des 
religions les plus effrayantes du passe ; il en est encore de m^ine 
sous nos yeux Ik ou la religion ne s'est gu^re elevee au-dessus 
de ses degres inferieurs.* — Albert R£ville. 
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INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 

During the tenth century of our era the great tribe of the 
Chicemecs or Eagles descended, under their chief ZolotI, from 
the Northern regions of America to the Vale of Anahuac. 
Under a series of great kings whose names are still on record, 
they advanced by regular stages from barbarism to civilisation, 
incorporating with themselves other tribes that followed in their 
wake. Of these, however, the Tecpanecs became sufficiently 
strong to shake off the yoke of the mild and too trustful 
Iztlilzochitl, who, at the beginning of the fifteenth century was 
on the fhrone of the Chicemecs. The King was murdered, and 
his son Nezahualcoyoth passed the years of his youth amid 
perils and distresses that recall forcibly the days of David before 
the fall of Saul. The enemy, however, was eventually over- 
thrown, and the Prince recovered the throne of his fathers. 
He devoted himself with ardour to the civilisation of his empire. 
The Poet, Legislator, Astronomer, and first Warrior of his age, 
he was yet more the Prophet and Religious Reformer. About 
a century before his time the terrible tribe of the Mexicans had 
introduced the rites of human sacrifice. He not only set him* 
self to abolish these, but to supplant Pol)rtheism by the worship 
of Ipalnemodni — Him by Whom we live — The Unknown — The 
Creator of all Things ; — an endeavour to which the universal 
hope of some such consummation through the return of the, so 
to speak. Messianic Quelzalcoath and the Primitive Goddess 
(Tzintcotl) would have contributed much, as it did afterwards, 
to the success of Cortes. But he failed. Had he succeeded, 
Cortes might have found the subjugation impossible, the con- 
version easy, of the wonderful people who are associated with 
his memory. The eventful History of Nezahualcoyoth's failure 
forms the subject of this Poem. 
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IPerdons of t^e ^rcm. 

Nezahualcoyoth— 77/^ King of Tezcuco and Emptror of 

the Confederacy, 
The King of Mexico. 
The King of Tlacopan. 
AZKYKCKZi-s—High Priest of Mexico. 
W AW AZIS— 'Lord of Tepechpan, 
Ac\5lAi\5A.-^ Brother-in-law of the Emperor. 
PiLMANAZiN— y^ Mexican Priest, 
Quintalbor— The eldest ron of Ntzahualcoyoth, 
Teulhille— ^ Minstrel, 
Ho LAN — Court Physician. 
ElAHU — A son of the Emperor. 

AZKL7.0ViUiZiJi— Betrothed to Watuazin: st*bsequmtly the Queen, 
A SISTER of THE Emperor, wife of Aculhua, 

QUELZALCOATH. — {Lc Bouddha des Mexicains, homme blanc et 
barbu^ pritre et ligislateur^ voui h des penitences rigoreuses^ 
fondateur de monasth'es, 6t*c. {Humboldt) Worshipped at 
this time as a god, 

Tezcuco.— Tyi^ Capital oj the Empire on the E, of the Great 

Lake. 
TE^OcmiThAfi,^ Earlier name oj Mexico, \ q ., jy . 
KiJZ AYMZAIJCO. -^Capital of the Tecpanecs. \ of the Lake 
ThACOVA^,— One of the three Federal States. J ^ 
Tezcozingo. — The Emperor's garden, a league from Tezcuco, 
Tepechpan.- a frontier town on the shore of Lake Tepechpan, 
Tulla. — A sacred city quite to the North, 
Chollula. — Beyfond the mountains: near the modem Puebla ; 

the Mecca or Benares of the Land ; the chief seat of the 

higher religious traditions, 
POPOCATEPETH and IZTACCHUATL. — The two snow-capped 

volcanoes of the district, beneath whose roots lay buried the 

dead of the Age of Giants. 

N.B. — Nezahualcoyoth, Iztacchuatl, Anahuac, are to be 
pronounced as if spelt Nezawhalcoyoth, &c. 



y Google 



""x^ BOOK I, 



Argument. 
King Nezahualcoyoth in his garden of Tezcozingo.— His 
eventful youth briefly summed. — His prosperity ; with detailed 
description of the famous garden. — The crisis of his later life. — 
His own exposition of his people's history, of his own part in it, 
and of that crisis the conclusion of which he is now waiting. — 
An adverse sentence given and received. — The King (it was a 
common custom with him) passes from his garden in disguise. — 
His empire seen from the garden. — The origin of Tenochtitlan 
or Mexico. — Her spy, Pilmanazin, follows till nightfall the steps 
of the King. — Pilmanazin. — ^The shrine of the War-god in the 
great temple of Mexico. — Azayacazin, the High Priest, receives 
the tidings of the spy, and conceives a confident hope of the 
defeat of the King's efforts afler a purer Faith, and of his own 
final triumph. — A coming tempest draws him from the shrine. — 
He describes the storm breaking on the mountains, where the 
King roams, and predicts for it an endurance of seven days. 

Nezahualcoyoth in his own demesne, 
Alone, in sorrow ! Sultry noon had still'd 
Each cave and thicket, grove and lake and lawn ; 
Or scream'd one screamer, by vext fellows vext, 
There in the glen she flashed through died the voice ; 
The lemur, bedded in the branch, lay drowsed 6 

And troubled ; where the king drew gleaming past 
The roosting pigeon lit her scarlet eye 
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lo THE KING'S SACRIFICE, book i. 

Fray'd yet unmoved ; and ever with all care 

He set his foot upon the velvet sward, lo 

For fear the mortal asp had ta'en the drug 

Poured by that burning hour for all that breathed. 

A smooth and verdant way that, darkly walPd 
With tropic forest, to the summit wound 
He walk'd, each bend and reach of fragrant gloom 15 
Disclosing for his eye, that ever ask'd — 
That ask'd them nothing now — the veiPd delights 
The secret splendours of a land erewhile 
(As those far worlds that regent spirits hold) 
Unknown. Before his footfall ever bent, 2a 

Still stared his eyes along the sward A bine 
Tom from its stem and with its drooping flowers 
Wreathing his arm and his clench'd hand, bewray'd 
His violence. Array'd but as the first 
Chief of the chieftains of his realm he came, 25 

Not pall'd as emperor, all snow-white and gems, 
Save the dark head plume-crown'd and tawny limbs ; 
And there too sparkled the thin lines of gold 
Begemm'd, and jewell'd thongs upon his feet 
Bound golden sandals. To the summit drawn 30 
Under the giant trailers and between 
The soaring stems he wourd his glittering way 
To the green margin of a lake that, ring'd 
With trees, lay still and deep, the quenchless fount 
Of life to all that lived in these fair bounds. 35 

* And here,* he mused, * I wait my sentence, here ' — 
(While proudly by the marge he couch'd his limbs) 
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BOOK I. THE KING'S SACRIFICE. \X 

* Here, by this fountain of my pleasance, fount 

Of life to all my realm.* And in his ear 

The sleepless hum of hidden swarmings swell'd 40 

Unheeiled, all unheeded stole the crimson 

Lizard, wavefd the white blossom down, 

Crept flaming lights across the chequered grass. 

Athwart his jewelFd raiment . . • These • • . . were 

these 
For him to look at or for him to hear ? 45 

For him . • . for him, O Heaven . . . him lying 
here 
At this one hour of such, a wondrous life 
As Thou for him wast weaving ? Issue he 
Of endless kings and heroes, foreordained, 
If augurs have not err'd, to crown their fame, 50 

To rule, the father of a golden age. 
For sunrise kindled on the palace-courts 
When first the babe saw light But scarcely yet 
Their echoes miss'd the bright boy's ringing laugh 
Mix'd with the women's, when gloom chiird them 
through,— 55 

Gloom closing in from all the regions round — 
Drought, death, and ominous heavens 1 The moon- 
struck hind 
Moped in the barren field and empty hut ; 
Upflared, each fearful night, some roof renown'd ; 
Crime stalk'd ; left staring in the street lay stretch'd 60 
Its victim ; thundered the volcano ; fierce 
From throes of troubled Nature sprang in arms 
Rebellion — O Rebellion, in whose burst 
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IS THE KING'S SACRIFICE, book i. 

Of furies with mad horrors the throne reel'd 
And vanished ! From the murder of a sire 65 

Ta'en, murdered, mangled in a dreadful wood, 
Alone (the yells of murder in his ear) 
Fled the young heir, in other tones than reach 
The ear from lips of bard in rapture sung 
To learn the lore prophetic of high Heaven 70 

For Saviour Kings. Among the splinter'd crags, 
The mystic voices that his pillowed ear 
Had heard so many a midnight through the storms, 
Unblest he harbour'd ; in drear haunts that oft 
Had charmed old winter eves with haggard tales 75 
Oft ached his heart in silence ; he felt thrill 
Under his outcast feet the shuddering glens 
Of mighty Popocatepeth whose roar 
Summed the lost annals of its giant dead ! 
Nor followed swift repeal on such decree 80 

As drave him to such converse. The grim years 
Had left among their graves his buried youth. 
Ere, feeling blindly for their earlier faith. 
Rebels were calling in repentance home 
Their wanderer — home to triumph as supreme 85 
As all his sorrow ! For re-sceptred, crown'd. 
His father's regal throne he hardly press'd. 
Rivalling in dominion the joint powers 
Opposed, — the traitor with his near ally 
Mexico, new-bom Lady of the Lake, — 90 

When Mexico — (the tyrant must put forth 
His own doomed arm to pull the vengeance down ; — 
He burn'd to seize their queen, to stain their 
throne) — 
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BOOK h THE KING'S SACRIFICE. 13 

Implored alliance, besought aid. That night 

Nezahualcoyoth — that same midnight — trod 95 

(No instant burden'd with delaying doubt) 

The crowded quay, the flaming temple-square, 

Of Tenochtitlan, to re-issue head 

Of all her host, with starry dawn, and beat 

From hold to hold and in his lair entrap 100 

The tyrant and cut out his slaughterous heart, 

Lest unavenged a murdered father roam ; 

And like some monster by one huge blow brain'd. 

Rebellion quiver'd to the claws. 

But one, 
But one alone, for all the woes his ill 105 

Had bred, paid down his life. The forfeit lands, 
The strongholds of the slain and heirless fiefs 
The victor lavished on his great allies, 
His fellows in the great confederacy 
Of kingdoms that were standing from the waste — no 
On Mexico and Tlacopan, whose crowns 
Free, yet with his in federal union link'd, 
Bow'd to the imperial diadem he wore. 

And golden years for blissful Anahuac 
Began. Hope sow'd her furrows, lusty Joy 115 

Put in his sickle to the golden store. 
And singing lips had taste of endless sweets 
Through all the peaceful Vale. The peaceful Vale 
Perceived through clearer climes of growing light 
The sunward passage of her master mind • 120 

From vision to bright vision. From their towers 
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J4 THE KING'S SACRIFICE, book i. 

And walls, from each low hillock topp'd with huts 

Of woodmen, at the limits of the vale, 

Men pointed where in high Tezcuco grew, 

Blent with his sun-crown'd palace, palace courts 125 

Of War, of Justice, Commerce, Letters, Art, 

Till, soaring slowly to a hope sublime. 

Long-treasured, last, in Tezcozingo, here. 

Here where the solitary mountains hide. 

Not lose, their power beneath a mask of leaves, 130 

He planned his wondrous garden. 

Well he knew 
The hill, — had heard the baffled northern bl. st 
Behind it roaring, on its southern front 
Fairn wasted in the streaming of the skies 
And strain of fire upon its fruitful womb 135 

In those his days of evil ; but he took 
Such record of it now that soon as seized, 
At feast or fast — through silence — music — light 
Or darkness — in the market — on the throne — 
With rapture, he could summon at his call 1 40 

Crag, primal wood, black gorge, and on them work 
A will more theirs than his. Where hanging woods 
Wduld darken cloud -like through the rain-cloud once, 
The rosy veils of early morning float 
And melt o'er hanging gardens, opening blooms 145 
Unknown, to be known, rare tropic wonders each. 
Throbs in the long-dead chasm the undying pulse 
Of the descending cataract, the loud 
Whirlwind of snowy splendour ; and fair palms 
Stately, with all their fairest kindred, soar 150 
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BOOK I. THE KING'S SACRIFICE. iS 

From noble swards where late the brute soil starved 

Or pampefd into mere monstrosities 

Its immemorial scions ; broken runs 

Of fitful hog and restless wolf allow 

Man's measured tread — ^majestic avenues, 155 

Cool, where the firm prophetic brain concludes 

A nameless science of the myriad forms 

And sounds and glories of innumerous life, 

Of bird, of insect, leaf, and fruit and flower, 

From Sea to Lake through all the empire sought, 160 

From summer's home of valleys to the peaks 

Of winter. In the bounds, below the hill, 

A palace, on a fair green platform, keeps 

State among lordly foliage, throng'd with towers, 

With marble porches, cloister'd walks, rich walls 165 

Carven, inlaid with lucent panels, hued 

As peach or rose, with courts and galleries. 

And chambers that by symbol and main build 

Reveal the fair art worshipped therewithin. 

And level roofs o*erbower'd with odorous bloom 170 

And gloom, with sunny fountains lit, feast-bowers 

For birds of every wing and every song. 

Fenced with a rich low trellis all of gold. 

And in the sheer face of the mountain height, 

(The counter slope to this the palace crowns,) 175 

Steps of refulgent porphyry, hewn at once 

In living rock or wrought and fitted, scale 

The crags, on either side a swarded steep, 

Opening on a spacious level where the feet 

Bruise fragrant creepers, and, in flowery banks, 180 

Three lakes of azure water seem the Three 
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Of Anahuac, for peaks of clustered rock 

Out of each middle mirror gleaming rise, 

And thence, on two, a lady wrought in stone, 

Of holy Tulla this the image, that 185 

The image of the far metropolis 

Whence the great fathers of the mythic Past ; 

One only base shows blank awhile, the group 

(Tezcuco, Tlacopan, and Mexico) 

Breaking already through its marble shroud 190 

Yonder in its palace-chamber. From the level 

Anew begin the porphyry steps and on 

By flights of flights to the diminish'd peak 

Ascending, faintly the far foHage dint 

But heir of this and all the realm was none. 195 
Bright princes many call'd him sire indeed. 
But not one mother of them claim'd to call 
Her sovran liege her spouse. His trusted lords, 
In plots too oft and shameless deeds surprised, 
Tum'd his sad spirit to neglected saws 200 

Of old sagacious foresight urging oft 
The maim'd throne-worship of a realm that lacks 
An heir ; and sweet, as he reviewed it, sweet. 
As swift he felt the stem years flpng past, 
Grew the firm purpose of his brooding soul 205 

To wed. Two ancient houses held the right 
To mix their blood with kings : but slow decay 
Had spared of their young daughters only one, 
She for man's loving all too tender yet. 
Till years mature his tender flower, his sweet 210 
Omaya — (strangely to the child he clung) — 
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To the calm wisdom of an honoured Chief 

Perforce in trust he left her. Then, the year 

Revolving, to bring home the maiden bride 

His secret lords he sent. Dead lay that Chief — 2 1 5 

Dead ! — The new heir, in blank and low dismay, 

Complain'd that of a bond .... (in lonely night 

Mysterious ending his great father's Hfe 

Had found) . . . . no whisper e'er advised him .... 

now 
Himself had wedded the young ward he found ! 220 

Whose bride Omaya now, the tender child? 
Lips other than his own, a tongue not his. 
Behind whose speech the anger of the wrong'd 
Was raging, must make answer for the King ! 
Judges he summoned to the imperial court. 225 

To their unkindled minds hath he referred 
Such outrage on the empire and on him ; — 
Here by the fountain of his pleasance waits 
Their sentence — 

* Here,' as starting from the marge, 
As pressing palm to palm with lifted eyes, 230 

He cried — * beside my fount, beside the fount 
Of life to all mine empire and ohe day 
Ordain'd to mirror in unsullied depths 
A temple pure as they, vow'd now to Thee, 
O God, O guardian of my wondrous life, 235 

So Thou, this day, complete it and anoint 
Me visibly Thy prophet and Thy priest, 
Ipalnemoani, Invisible, 

c 
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Unheard, Unknown, Great Spirit, by Whom we live 

And move — Who movest, year by year, all tribes 240 

That creep, that climb, that roam, that wing the air, 

To rear thy tender nurselings where Thou wilt — 

Their and Thy nurselings where Thy Will decrees — 

Who mov'dst Thy Northern Eagle-brood to hear, 

Far in the dawn of Time, their fateful Chief 245 

Zolotl, and beat the mighty march he led, 

By height nor tangled depth, by streaming storm 

Nor smiting sun retarded, till he knew 

Our Anahuac, its waters and its caves 

And forests ; — Who by grave Nopalzin taught*st 250 

Dull Thought to know what warders ever keep 

Unseen their station o'er the marriage bed, 

Their watch at every landmark ; — Who reveal'dst 

To Huezin, haunter of lone Zisco rock, 

Thy frugal seasons, when to till, to sow, 255 

Reap with new songs and hoard the golden grain ; — 

Who ledst Quinanzin from his lairs and dens 

To human homes ; — the severing babble hush'dst 

Of tribe on tribe that gathered in the vale 

To bind them one with one endearing tongue 260 

By Techotlazin ; — ^Who for my soul, mine. 

Ere yet, new-quicken'd in yon genial orb, 

Earthward it lightened from its flashing womb, 

Hadst fiamed its golden office — to dethrone 

The loathsome gods by gaunt Ambition got 265 

On souls that, maim'd, denied the prize of life. 

Must vaunt loss gain, the mark and form of Heaven, — 

From bloody thrones to thrust down these and gird 

Thee with glad worship evermore, O God I 
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—And sign to sign declares mine hour at hand. 270 

Men know it. By the terror which themselves 

Have handled, smitten, the pale priesthood glare 

In idle groups all day, with midnight wail 

And measured footing round their temples drag. 274 

Men know the time. Hoarse rumour bodes an end. 

— The sunbom spirit to the sun returns, 

But I, unless yon temples that I curse 

Hereafter crumble till they screen not him, 

The storm beat priest, who begs there — I depart 

Hence, mad to back into the blank I left ! 280 

How soon my life discover'd this Thy seal 

On it I know not, for I know not when 

We first were comforted who woke at nights 

Trembling and staring at a ghost that bled. 

Because our old dame purr'd and told the tale 285 

That brings the primal Goddess and the God, 

Pure Quelzalcoath, ere the cycles end. 

With floral feasts and bloodless rites and peace 

For ever ; but I know why these dry cliffs 

With all earth's infinite verdure stream and float, 290 

And echo all her voices — even that I 

May spell aright or ere I speak aloud 

Thy name. Thy counsel ; — Oh, me thought I knew 

Why faded in the wilderness my youth. 

Why all men's miseries nerved their stings for me, 295 

Bereavement, treachery, self-contempt, despair. 

The wasting fever, the dim brain that forged 

A deathful presence in the lonely pass. 

An awful absence from untrodden snows, 
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Wounds, evil thirst, drowsed hunger's bounteous 
dreams 300 

And barren wakings — wherefore these, unless 
That no wretch lack a brother when he roams 
My hallow'd groves to learn the lore of Heaven ? 
Now threats me different sorrow ' — said I " sorrow " ? 
No more like sorrow than like sickness death ! 305 
— Revolts, — irreparable years, — have warned 
That fitter were my purpose for the prime 
When one with golden centuries conversed 
Than our ephemeral doom: — the soulless hind. 
Awaiting the fulfilment of desire, 310 

Will wish death down upon an hour, a day ; 
But we — ah, curse of those who rise — consume 
Years — lives — whene'er we hope ! O world, O world, 
O dateless trees, O everlasting rocks. 
How feel the measure of your lives, nor own 315 

Our day a worthless moment in your midst ; 
How pine not, a blank idiot, away ? 
Of stern control, men say, of cold desire 
Came the large length of days our sires beheld. 
Ye chaste, immortal fathers, have I dropp'd 320 

The charm that could have triumphed even here 
In lemans' laps ? I will not dream it ! Nay, 
Though shut with snow-haifd sages from my youth 
Ne'er had I found it ! one device alone 
Avails ; — the gift I lack may grace my house, — 325 
Grace my great people by my house confirm'd — 
Life strong to cope, O sun-clad world, with thine ! 
Such power, methought, might human love yet win 
And taste, in sovran moments, the deep joy 
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Of power ; — on that gleam I acted ; meet for love 

So new, so large, so wise, Omaya grew 33 1 

Beneath our wisest eye to be the flower 

Enfolding, to unfold, as years mature, 

A child, the heir of all my will. — More blest 

Are they, O God, of whom Thou wilt not dream 335 

Than whom Thy care overshadows, if it sleep ! — 

Fate surely mine if here miscarriage come ! — 

What Cometh ? ' 

Coming through the golden wood, 
Black-hooded, whom he watch'd for he perceived. 
Black as with mournful tidings ill to bear ! 340 

— Rose as shall rise, when through the mortal flesh. 
So wounded now, the last deep wound hath yawn'd, 
Th' immortal spirit : — * Ye bar my claim ? ' he cried : 
'My Liege, we must V — And * Vain,' he said, *my hope 
To win such halo for my head as gilds 345 

The deathless givers of a nation's law. 
If culprit, quelling his own angry pride, 
Shall own me less for sire than he who dares 
Wound for the general weal. Whatever from others. 
Praise and obedience take from me, my lords ! ' 350 

And under huge Uianas and between 
The soaring stems he wound his glittering way 
Down to the palace. By the beauteous porch, 
The newest of his miracles, beneath 
Cool vaults of jasper round a cloistered coiurt, 355 
Passing, he mounted echoing stairs, that reached 
His own secluded chamber in a tower ; 
There doflTd his plumes, a studless ebon casque 
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Donn'd, and, divested of his flowing robe, 

Assumed a breastplate of such costly gold 360 

As, found perchance in the great wilderness 

Glittering on a corpse, might win it regal rites 

Of burial, and repose beside its kin ; 

But muffled well such blazon of his name 

In quilted cotton tunic, dyed with age 365 

And use ; a bow and quiver from the wall 

And battered leathern target he detach'd, 

And where the jewels wont to sparkle fix'd 

The warrior's tufts of cotton, that his claim 

On some renown might cloak his right in all. 370 

And, so mask'd, issued from his palace porch 
The King : — If his own eyes he could have shut 
From all as every eye seemed shut from him ! 
Sky, mountain, plain, and lakes — he saw them all — 
His world yet :— dark below him the still wave 375 
Of cedar and of cypress that enzoned 
His pleasance ; cloudless leagues of golden maize, 
Leagues of agave in a fleece of bloom, 
Granaries and tower'd keeps and ample walls 
Of cities, hamlets lowly nested, knolls 380 

Of palm, with darkening groves, and, studding all 
The valley, the great pyramids ; midway 
Tezcuco, from the waters lifting safe 
Her quays, roofs, battlements, and palaces ; 
The noontide deep, beyond, the windless blue, 385 
The mystery of the darkness risen to meet 
The mystery of the light, — the broad sea-lake 
That, isled with floating gardens, paler melts 
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Far in toy woodlands, dim on dell and peak 
Half-veird in southern sheen. 

As white as teeth 390 
In hatred set upon thine opposite — 
(The fair Tezcuco, with her crown of towers) — 
Thy walls, O Tenochtitlan ! 

But a few 
Swift years had stolen since the ripple — (then 
As bronzed with fog as silvered with her walls 395 
Now) — ^but one low rock washed, with cactal spiked, 
Embay'd in leagues of marsh, the dismal haunt 
Of slaves, a dismal drove, that scared and fought 
The fluttering herons for their fish, and growl'd 
In fetid hovels hideous names unknown 400 

Till known in horror. Of their Culhuan lords — 
(Lord of that region was the Culhuan then)— 
Craving a victim for their God they got 
Given the rotten body of a bird. 
A new-bom spirit in their breast awhile • 405 

They lock'd ; then bidding to the solemn feast 
Their tyrants, led four Culhuan captives up. 
Wound horns, drumm'd, shouted, plunged the priestly 

knife 
And battened on the corpses 1 Thralls of thralls, 
That night, the nations of the valley crouched; 410 
And Tenochtitlan hides the low rock now. 
And all the templed cities swarm with priests 
Carnivorous, and the silent houses pine. 

Ill-timed for baffled king such vision drear ! 
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He turn'd his eyes impatient jfrom her— her^s 415 

Never had Tenochtitlan turn'd from him ! 

Under her keen espial he had heard 

His sentence, sought his palace, issued thus ; 

Under her keen espial passed away 

Now by the burning plain, the savage woods 420 

That shag the mountains, up the mountain pass 

Away from men. More sure and more unseen 

Than shark on plague-struck ship, where'er he went 

One ever hung; till over gorge and peak 

The fading crimson left a ghostly green, 425 

And, star by star, night gathered ; and he still 

From sleep to steep held on, from wild to wild. 

Then the grim spy — Oh, grim was he — the Fear 

O' the Vale, the Mexican Deformity, 

Huge Pilmanazin — ^monster surely bred 430 

No nearer light than where the gravid slime 

Swarms, in the forest gloom, with m)nriad spawn 

Of sooty cayman — from his faithful quest 

Drew muttering off — seem'd all amaze awhile ; 

The brute eye glazed with momentary gleam ; 435 

Homeward he turn'd him. Swift he swung, he sped. 

Sure-footed Being, down the intricate pass, 

Through the black forest flitted to the shore, 

Scarce roused the slumbering fowl among the reeds, 

Took to the noiseless water of the Lake. 440 

That monster this, that great Azayacazin, 
Hierarch of Tenochtitlan, had brought down 
From Tlacopan, whose messengers complained 
Of strangest foundling in their holy school 
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Appearing : — fiercest flagellation fail'd, 445 

Though loud as woods of araguatos howFd 

The rampant victim, fail'd the kind appeal 

Although the creature whimpered, fail'd the brand, 

Starvation fail'd ; and ever as he grew 

Mightier in bulk a mightier mischief grew 450 

In the uncompanionable brain that bore 

Its broods unpregnant as the sexless bee. 

* Go, bring him,' urged the Priest, * to be my charge.' 

— * Sire, though all eye to pain the Thing abides 

Deaf to its advent, hath no ear for fear.' 455 

— * Bawling hast been too long at the deaf ear ; 

Bring him to me.' And ere that year, just dying, 

Had stoFn some seven swift suns toward its grave 

In dark midwinter, the o'ermaster'd wretch 

Lay toss'd and tortured all the blinding night, 460 

Moaning * Another name, another name. 

Sick, sick of Mizcoazin — a new name ! ' 

Till, vigilant without, the Master even 

Mingled amaze with triumph — * Gods, that here. 

Ye Gods, that even here a spirit can stir 465 

And know and hate itself and loathe its name ! ' 

Soon bled a victim for the stricken soul 

Of Mizcoazin — Pilmanazin now 

The new name given him : he was taught, he leam'd 

Of Goddess and of God, their haunts and powers, 

Unslumbering eyes that keep their awful watch 47 1 

On day and night, the mart, the teeming lake. 

The leech, the weaver, the artificer, 

Cradle, espousal, love and youth and age. 

And festal mirth, — with what peculiar love 475 
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They perfect the rich coronal and robe 
Worn by the chosen when they pace or feast 
In wondering Heavens — (nor lacketh earnest here) — 
What ire they nourish for the blind profane. 
— The rapt young priestess, whom he watch'd, made 
his, 480 

None waited on their chief with trustier heart 
To send at large the terrors of his name. 
Or work unwearied his unwearied will. 

Crown of the lofty fane that crowns the fanes 
Of Tenochtitlan, in its storied walls, 485 

Hot ever with one glare of living lamps, 
A chapel shrined the Deity of War. 
So high his feathered crown that on its plumes 
The carven rafters of the roofing pressed ; 
There his great visage glower'd ; and below 490 

An azure chain of mimic hearts o'er-link'd 
A full-fed bosom, eyed, as all the bulk, 
With starting gems and tinct with agbd gold ; 
A serpent hugg'd the paunch ; on bow and barbs 
The hands were fitted, either ankle ring'd 495 

With plumes — (emblazed as when with sex and ire 
They burn) — of richest flame-birds. Sacred boas, 
Divinely free of all the temple range, 
But wedded to this warmth, with giant folds 
Deform'd dark beams, from block'd recesses trailed. 
Bare feet had mired the floor with trodden blood, 
The taste of blood surcharged the sodden air, 502 
It seem'd a bloody sweat had seized the walls. 
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Fairn in prophetic swoon at his God's feet 
Lay stretch'd the great Archpriest Watch stem and 

long 505 

For Pilmanazin had he kept As dead 
His creature found him, and boVd silent down, 
Till quivering lips and gnashings and a moan 
Gave token the torturing spirit had returned 
To drag those dead limbs from the reeking floor — 
(Life stirr'd from vault to floor in every asp, 511 

Subsiding as no sign spoke need of them) — 
To drag and set them on their throne ; enthroned 
The Pontiff" spake : * I know thee .... know thee ; 

clothe 
For these my mortal ears in mortal words 515 

The things my spirit among spirits learn'd. 
Tell me,' — the sallow teeth seem'd lock'd awhile — 
* Tell me thy tidings — Pilmanazin — speak ! ' 
Then Pilmanazin, moist with sweat and brine 
And fear, roU'd eyes and answer'd : * Father, I, 520 
Among the cedars where thy sire beheld 
Bright Tlaloc forming in the silver rain, 
Found, as thou bad'st me there to find, a cover ; 
Scarce found, before, between two bowers grown one, 
Outburst the god's great enemy, whose mouth 525 
Blasphemes, nor tastes the sacrificial flesh ! 
Then, as he came, he vanish'd ; then I heard 
A gentle spirit whirr where best to watch. 
Till lower firom his palace he emerged, 
Tired as in serpent-slough.' * Where leftst the King ? ' 
Whisper'd Azayacazin. *In a gorge,' 531 

He said, ' of Iztacchuatl : dark it grew : 
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Moreover, of thine ordering nought remain'd/ 
And * Blest/ made answer the wan Priest, ' my son, 
Blest of the Gods, depart and join thy bride, 535 

Where at her outspread feast thy feet she waits, 
Nor doubt that fires from Heaven are in thy heart — 
I watch ! ' 

And soon as Pilmanazin pass'd, 
In, like a wounded limb, his trailing foot 
To feel its stool, he drew, and gripping tight 540 

His throne — * Caught,' mutter'd the chief priest, * o'er- 

thrown ! 
The light thy gloomiest gloom but seem'd to veil 
Dead — vanished now ! Men proud with living hope 
Fly not from thwartings into mountain wastes — 
Look to see such like mountain rock themselves ! 545 
Thy dreams lie buried with thine heir, thine heir 
Lies buried ere conceived ; and mightier far 
Than dreams new perils press ; — with bonds of hope 
With dreams of endless profit hast thou bound 
Thy chiefs about thy throne ; — ^what profit now 550 
Brings thine imperial favour if it fail 
Soon as thy doom hath nipp'd thy throat for good ? 
Ha, ha!' 

The victim gore that ever clogg'd 
His hair — dead gore requicken'd by the sweat 554 
Of pain, crept — ghastly unction — down his brows : 
He shook : — 

*But You of Heaven, but You,' he said — 
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— * Here crouch my fears and tremble — in your midst 

Your prime foe — reckless of your ambush — bare — 

Among your dreadful mountains wandering mad. 

Open to all your wrath — What angry thoughts 560 

Buzz Ye together in your darkening lair ? 

Fling him down, will Ye, from the scornful peaks 

To be the toy of winds too vast, the prey 

Of careless birds that soar too high for him ? 

• — But dared one breathe it ... . (Oh, this heart of 

mine ! 565 

Well doth it teach me all the ways of men ! 
Disdain not) .... dared one pray You to refrain, 
Dared one in agonies of pray'r lift up 
One's hands, dread Gods, that Ye might learn of me 
No wisdom but the foolishness that feels 570 

Its blind way down, as through its home the worm, 
Through man's base heart, and knows so well that 

Pride 
Barr'd out with all its hungers from its Heavens, 
Not slain .... Oh, slay not, slay not — there it is. 
My pray'r, outspoken .... Do not slay, fair Gods, 
The King !....! say not that Ye shall not see 
The remorseful atheist, low, sin- stricken, lick 577 
The curse wherewith he cursed us, God and priest, 
As beast its spue from off this foot, this floor ! 
What glory yours ! Scarce less if wrath from You 
Smite him in Sin's own lap between her breasts ! ' 

He glared in silent passion. Then began 582 

His lean face wrinkling with a bitter smile 
As other visions fed him, as he said : 
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* And ye, who smote tc-day, who feast to-night, 585 

Pleased that your adverse voices maim and baulk 

Your saviour, smiling o*er his stranded power, 

Renewing dreams of prey, or folding tight 

Your robes around you for your ancient sleep, 

Tezcucan chieftains — nobles — ^at whose vote 590 

In council all his hopes have gone to wreck — 

Perchance there hovers near no wary foe 

Watching, with memories ? Oh, no, no, — she sits. 

Your empire of Tezcuco, far aloof. 

High o*er all fear, and passing feeble ours I 595 

To be a bane too weak so let to be ! 

Ha, ha, yea, weak as whom we serve, I think, — 

The Gods : — blaspheme who will ! — but whosoever 

Hath bawl'd his vacant boast against the Gods — 

Seem'd to perceive discovered weakness slink 600 

In craven silence — why, bid such declare 

What weakness, some still midnight, hath returned — 

(Some wakeful midnight or some weary morn) — 

And tell us how the silence soundeth now ! 

Ho, but the grave's a silence— dinn'd, I think, — 605 

(No moment sheltered from its silent threat) — 

Through some such brains for many a wasted year ! 

— Mad, deaf, blind, dreaming the dead Past as dead 

To you as you to it — as nothing lived 

For aye where this huge temple dares the storm, 610 

Founded and rooted on the one low rock 

Your sires — (till that mute Four discover'd quick 

The Power they trod on,' the keen God they dared 

Mock with a limp bit of cold feather'd flesh) — 

Had spared our feeble tribe ! From barren lake 615 
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And rock rose fane and city. As our hour 

Drew on, Mazitlan at Tezcuco struck, 

And broke with us your throne, co-victors we 

With him your victor, co-inheritors 

We, till, his dulness angering us too, we 620 

Whistled your eagle from his eyrie down, 

And I — your monarch gave the word — with this 

Hand squeezed in burning slime the solid heart 

Of the fall'n traitor. Oh, a story, sirs. 

That lives ; no perish'd Past ! — The crown, indeed, 

Ye wear, the crown we wear not for awhile, — 626 

What care to me that ye should wear ! The cup 

Nezahualcoyoth yet must drain, yourselves 

Have mixed : we leave him to your subtle hands : 

No haste : your leisure will suffice .... and more ! 

Better for us your carnal force abate 63 1 

A little ere he die : an iron hug 

Too soon might quench our stripling spirit yet. 

— If banished from the way were only one, 

The first of the false brood that call the king 635 

Their sire — Quintalbor — in his spacious park 

And rising palace where he dwells apart. 

Self-centred, grave and loving silence, yet 

From whom nor man nor minute lack their due : 

A spirit hard to daunt, — not hard for you, 640 

O fountains of the light, that bathe in trance 

And dream my spirit, where this dim brain drinks 

Memories of unrememberable things.' 

A burden'd wind began to wail without. 
He lifted, as an eagle from its plumes 645 
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With waken'd eyes that in one vision hold 

A full horizon. To the straining door 

He strode and forth. It lighten'd, thunder roU'd, 

Thunder with echoes from no meaner bourne 

Than Heaven ; the rain, with each recurrent flash, 

Hurrying an innumerable host. 

The moving heavens 
He scanned, he darted to the cloudless peaks 652 
Afar, elate, his gaze. ' For you,' he cried, 
* O spell-bound forest-peaks, O naked crags. 
Height soaring over height, whose moonlit maze 655 
Your monarch somewhere roams, for you, for you. 
With trail of murmurous wings, with flashing front, 
The bodied storm scours the black pool ' — (so seem'd 
The lake beneath) — * I head it — I 1 — For you, 
From whose top crag the ruffled condor limps 660 
And yelps — below the fasting wolf-pack wails — 
Just on her victim the bewilder'd asp 
Shifts her blunt eye — wam'd birds flit silent — ^flesh, 
Guilty, remembers her delights ! Aha ! 
The blazing crash of thunder on the crags ! 665 

The deafening answer of the exploding range ! 
The whistling menace of enormous winds 
As monstrous as the mountains !— the swift rush 
•Of falling trees — the dense b )om, never luli'd, 
From distant ends of outer darkness borne — 670 
The groaning forest— the loud lash of rain — 
The blazing thunder into bursting hills 
Re-roar'd ! I hear, I see ! Cower, guilty flesh ! 
Aha, no mere night-tempest, well I know, — 
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(Not vain, O haunted caves, O mystic woods, 675 

My daring vigils in your midst erewhile) — 

No mere night-tempest ! The still'd roar shall leave 

No fresh and dewy splendour for the mom, 

But clinging clouds of gusty rain that drive 

With dreary wail, confounding mom and noon 680 

And even in one dark age remote from time, 

One dream of tossing trees, racked mountain-shades, 

Eternal torrents, foam and roar and foam. 

— Darkness and dimness seem the seventh day ! ' 
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BOOK II. 

Argument. 

The prediction fulfilled. — The loyal Wawazin, lord of Te- 
pechpan. — How his love for the King had given place to cold- 
ness. — His orphan ward, Azalzokinzin. — The sacred city of 
Chollula and the god Quelzalcoath. — The orphan's feather- work. 
— Wawazin's banquet. — The King: his mysterious intimation 
of rebellion brewing. — His immediate departure for Tezcuco. — 
Sickness of Azalzokinzin : she is sent to Chollula. — Aculhua, the 
King's brother-in-law, with other nobles from Tezcuco, appoint 
Wawazin Captain-General of an army already on its march 
against rebellious mountaineers. — The Chiefs suspicions and 
death. 

Nor eiVd he. Not in vain his ^vizard eye 
Beheld in that black tempest, ere it broke, 
Seven days of coming darkness, storm and flood. 

The fountains of the great deep broken up — 
The Word in the beginning that divorced 5 

Upper and nether waters, land and sea, 
Dissolved— Heaven's Light deposed — no Kmg on 

earth — 
What marvel if wild rumour and dismay 
Drove dark along the land — if chief to chief 
Sent breathless post on post to tell and hear 10 

Of this alarm and that — if, sent abroad 
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By the Tezcucan lords, in council met, 
Scouts in all regions, without number, scour'd 
To find the King ? None found. A time it was 
When daunted nations to their strongest turn. 15 

To the high Chieftain whose gigantic keep 
Rose from the rocks above Tepechpan lake 
All tum*d. From mom till eve with flying posts 
And chiefs careworn his ample halls were fiird. 

Wawazin ruled Tepechpan. Near its lake, 20 

And sloping from the rise his castle crown'd. 
It lurk'd, a frontier village, famous once 
For many a subtle, many a daring deed. 
Now from its echoing memories lured and lull'd 
By still persuasive years of fruitful Peace. 25 

A hallowed region to the stately chief 
That held it ! — Black with rebel gore and fire, 
Forced from dark hands by cruel death unclosed, 
Had many a noble from the victor King 
His fief received : but not Wawazin : here 30 

His household bards had hymn'd him at his birth ; 
Where'er in musing walk his foot might fall 
Remember'd feet had fall'n ; his Emperor's sire 
Had here — (how often !) — ere ill days were dream'd 
Feasted, here found, when his throne rocked, a friend : 
And here (for faithful to the wandering Heir 36 

As to the murdefd father held the Chief) 
Jn many a midnight synod loyal hearts 
The shattered empire had upheld : — of those 
Who tum'd rebellion to remorse, who set 40 
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Nezahualcoyoth on his father's throne, 

Not second he ; and when the most were fain 

To have loosed wild vengeance o'er an abject horde, 

But the King would not, then Wawazin braved 

With him the cries, and of his councillors 45 

Nezahualcoyoth set Wawazin first. 

Of councillors to order the still reign 
Of Peace, protected homes, imperilous ways, 
Throng'd wharves, ingatherings of unbounded grain. 
Yea, and the graceful feast for cloudless hours, 50 
The first in the great heart of the wise King 
Many a glad day Wawazin was, but left 
By hard degrees, (though bleeding were both hearts,) 
For others — for the sage and for the bard — 54 

When dreams, that gave no peace, of that pure world 
Still (while foul rites affront the sun, and while 
Content and custom cloud the spirit's eye) 
Withheld firom miserable men, assail'd 
The King, — ^when groan'd — as raging captive groans, 
Big with a living thought that has to die — 60 

Nezahualcoyoth, from the face of men 
Flying to wander in his hallow'd groves 
Of Tezcozingo, on the mystic ways 
Of worm and insect, on the splendour flung 
From moth and gembird, poring, as if thought 65 
So kindled might burst bounds and man put on 
The wings ordain'd to bear him to the sun ! 
Ill brook'd Wawazin all. But coldly he 
His face averting from such royal ways, 
The more with warmer hearts the Monarch walk'd. 70 
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He lengthened his recesses from the court : 
The King observed and questioned : he replied, 

* Hast noted, sire, the mystic ways of bats ? 
Trust me the mystic sense that bounds their wheel, 
Warning of angles eager for their blood, 75 
Grows, with a man's circumference, in a man. 
Neither behoves it that an old man scorn 

The too plain purport of a ponderous bulk 
That bids him love the plain nor seek to soar 
With purer spirits or ^o seem to soar.' 80 

In bitter mood so mock'd he whom he loved. 
— Forbidden were all chiefs to keep aloof 
From the Tezcucan palace ; — if themselves 
Departed, then their heirs must serve the King : 
But ' Love not luring,' said the Monarch, * Law 85 
Compels not here : where great Wawazin will, 
There let him live ! ' Love lured not * Those that 

love 
The prizes of the palace,' said the Chief, 

* Let such or lose or win them as they may — 

For me, my simple life among mine own ! 90 

Oft may my liege find rest from toils of state 

Here where that Fate which none outfrown we tempt 

To smile.' And all his happy rustics saw 

Their Chief, mild father of his people, hold, 

Each moon his court ; and often to the feasts 95 

Of fair Tepechpan would the King come down ; 

But never to Tezcuco went the Chief. 

And bonds were weaving to withhold him more. 
Years since, in the rebellion, there had died. 
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Mad with the miseries of the royal house, loo 

A faithful kinsman of the wandering Heir. 
He to Wawazin, ere he died, with tears, 
Had trusted what alond had mark'd his life 
As more, he said, than some demolished dream 
Of one who never was — his orphan babe. 105 

And, warm with solemn faith, he took the trust. 
O'er her, whatever storms from those dark times 
Broke, his broad shield the great Wawazin held. 
To his own sister he conveyed the babe, 
His sister, in far ChoUula the Holy, no 

Over a sacred household bearing rule — 
ChoUula, city of unnumbered shrines. 
Far hence, beyond the passes and the snows, 
Abode of all the Gods : for in holier days 
(Some twice seven hundred years ere these had 
dawn*d) 115 

One walk'd, they said, these lands in human flesh, 
Fair, bearded amply, in a priestly garb 
Array*d, pure white with crimson crosses dropped, 
Loathing all evil as a mortal pain. 
Hating the stocks and stones the people served, 120 
Forbidding any blood — (then blood of man 
Defiled no altar) — in their shrines to flow, 
To loudest triumph on the field of war 
Deafening his ears and prophesying peace 
Hereafter, with pure worship to be shown 125 

Till then with mystic signs, whereon the soul 
Should pore, and sacrifice of fruit and flower. 
With whom malignant war the Powers of Air 
Maintained. Long years, encompass'd with his saints, 
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He foiled them ; but to violence awhile 130 

Yielding at length, to the wide Deep he led 

His holy band of solitaries down, 

And swore on such a path as lit the sea 

(The sun was rising) to return, forced then 

To thrust his boat from shore and pass away. 135 

Twas Quelzalcoath. Where the God so long 

Had lingered with his eremites, men raised 

A vast memorial mount and solemn fane. 

With seminaries tended by the first 

And saintliest of the land that, bearing down 140 

The great traditions, drew all eyes to look 

And worship ; and all mysteries and Gods 

Had here their temples, and the tribe that hung 

The farthest on the limits of mankind 

Sent its wild pilgrims in one train to pace 1 45 

These hallowed rounds with sages and with kings. 

Then where, if this be bliss — to have worn to the 
end, 
Pure as when first from lustral laver drawn. 
The raiment of new birth, — where else but here, 
True to paternal trust, to that grave hour 150 

When, weeping, he received her in his arms, 
Could great Wawazin have conveyed his ward ? 

No horrors here to chill the tender bloom : — 
Far other I What the child in its delight 
Perceives of life here worthiest seem'd to win 155 
Man's worship ; and the Being they adored ..... 
Who ever loved as He the world of life ? 
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To make who mightier than who loved it made ? 

True God, true God was He 1 The joyous choirs 

That hymn'd the fruitful year gave Him the praise, 

His yearly games in mystic form declared i6i 

(Held in the shadow of His Temple -towers) 

The worship of all life ; — in gay disguise 

Of alligator, ocelot, jaguar, 

Iguana, condor, eagle — all that breathes 165 

Even to the little gems that, fired with hearts, 

Are humming-birds and butterflies, — by tens 

Of thousands, with loud music, old and young 

Would throng from mom till eve His sacred plain. 

His temple and His courts. His graven courts, 170 

The woven hangings of His temple, swarm'd 

With shapes of bird and beast — the pious art 

Of train'd hands taught from childhood in the ways 

Of prayer, of hymn, of succour to the weak. 

Of joyous feast, of woven work to please 175 

The Eye that watch'd from where they could not see. 

Gentlest of hands about her cradle, — free 
From hard and cold and base and gross and false, — 
All pieties of womanhood, all grace 
Breathing around her, up from fairest babe 180 

To girl yet fairer, to the perfect hour 
Of beauty that Love mars not with a name 
She grew, the love of every heart. So soon 
As mellow summers had fulfilled their round, 
As free she stood to leave her maiden home, 185 

Wawazin — (to the shrine of his sweet ward 
Oft with his vassals came Wawarin down)— 
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Touched by the light that dawn'd before his eyes. 
Sought as a bride his cherished care : her heart 
Rose yearning to repay : the happy tears 190 

Of grateful worship glittefd in her eyes. 

But home, ere yet his bride, to the fair towers 
Of proud Tepechpan, as her lord's betrothed, 
She came. From sisters of her holy house 
He chose her maidens, and what most her heart 195 
Had treasured of the treasures of her past, 
This or the like in her new home she found. 
One noble work she brought, — a hanging woven 
Of plumes. There glow'd, upon a ground of gloom, 
From the crown*d head, the Vulture- King, to most 
Minute crown-jewels of the royal race, 201 

Each in his splendom*, all the birds of Heaven. 
Side-wings yet wanted to complete the work. 
But ere the season of betrothal pass'd. 
The grateful pilgrims of her God, she hoped, 205 

Would kneel before it. Proud the Chief. Until 
Her guardian God should claim it for his own 
It hung, veird over, in his banquet-halL 

Oft in the middle of his feasts the veil 
Was drawn — his daOy feasts ; for open hall 210 

He kept, where all, from farthest signories, 
Through all the circling year would come to reap 
The gamer'd wisdom of his life. Large ever 
The gathering of his guests, but thrice as large 
When weltering in that tempest, while their seven 215 
Returns of darkness the blind moon and sun 
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Fulfilled, the valley lay. From mom till eve 

With flying posts and chiefs his ample halls 

Were thronged : — in hearing the last rumour, weighing 

The plans and tidings of unnumbered chiefs, 2 20 

In issuing endless orders to be borne 

Through foes and floods and darkness to their goals, 

The cold and dismal days had worn away. 

At eve they feasted in his banquet-hall — 

Gloomily feasted while that darkness held, 225 

But ate with other cheer, when, ere the close 

Of the eighth morning, even as noon drew near, 

The pouring clouds uplifting from the land 

The flying gleams that broke upon the floods 

Had kindled hope once more. Tumultuously 230 

They feasted. Then, that day, to crown the feast, 

* Go,' said Wawazin to the slave that served, 

* And bid my lady Azalzokinzin find 

Her pleasure in descending, and meanwhile 

Bid one that knows to do it deftly draw 235 

Back the broad blank of sombre shade that veils 

Her sacred labour from our eyes so long.* 

The veil ran back along the golden rod ; 

Before all eyes the woven splendour shone ; 239 

Amazement, murmuring, the dense numbers breathed ! 

— They breathed a sound from deeper hearts as in 

Between the feathered ranks of rising lords. 

Along the wondering hall, the maiden moved. 

Gems and one plume-tuft were her coronet : 244 
With large dark eyes she looked ; a tender blush 
Dawn*d in the glowing dusk of cheek and throat, 
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Whence swept her raven tresses, leaving bare 

Ears for what word from what divinest world 

So sweet, so perfect? Round her wrists and round 

Her lifted throat cool beads of turkis-blue 250 

Hung wreathed ; her arms were nude ; a silvery haze 

Of tissue veird her bosom from all ill, 

And, broider'd thence with gems and feathers, touch'd 

Her knees and undertrain of flowing gold 254 

To the robed cushion near her lord she moved. 
But while all eyes of that assembled throng 
Seem'd to pursue her as she went, her own 
Had singled one from all — a stately chief. 
Whose rough attire, ill fit for feast like this. 
Whose visage, worn with fasting and with pain, 260 
Whose speechless presence none till now had 

mark'd, 
Whose eyes, firm fixed as those of captured love. 
Maintained their gaze upon her work. From her 
All eyes were darted whither hers had tum'd ; 
And such a thrill as when Pocatepeth, 265 

Ruffling the firightful silence that involves 
His final hour of slumber with one moan, 
Jars the still valley, through that silent hall 
Was sent. Through all disguise of garb and grief 
Their King they knew ! From the great work to- 
ward her 27c 
Turning, discovery in all eyes he mark'd ! 
But, lifting hands, the coming shout he stiird 
And smiled : Then moving as to speak, maintained 
Fix*d on the bride, as on her work before, 
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His gaze : * Sweet maiden/ at the last he said, 275 

* The same immortal fathers, fame avers, 
Call me and thee their children ; but whoever 
Of these dwells highest in the light divine 

Hath surely named thee for his own as none 279 

Else from his loins. If birds myself had spum'd, 

A hueless heap of death, should shudder back 

To life, shoot up, one mighty rush of wings, 

One blaze of living light, one burst of song, 

No keener were my marvel than it is 

Before thy fabric ! Not in vain old bards 285 

Have lauded in high song the woven works 

Of Goddess and of lady — lord and God 

Have known how dear to Love the gentle hands 

Whose labours are thus lovely.' — Bow'd she sat. 

One glow of triumph and of maiden fears 290 

And perfect beauty, — such a glow as when 

Some waif of morning cloud or vapoury fall 

Of water, smitten by the rising sun, 

No more than for a moment wears a form 

Too beautiful. The lord Wawazin dropped 295 

His big brown grasp upon the little hand 

She closed and tightened. The King's ardent word 

Vex'd him, but, smihng, * Who would clip,' he said, 

* The wings of youth ? As wisely maim our doveis, 
Indifferent dwellers in our homes and Heaven ! 300 
Oh but enough of this : for tender dreams. 

For dreams of maidens bring not here our Liege 
At such a season : the dark tales that bring 
You, brothers, to my castle, have determined 
Hither, by inspiration or design, 305 
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His feet, be sure.' And, to the assembled chiefs 

Nezahualcoyoth turning, heard them each 

Unfold his rumour, his mysterious tale, 

His dark conjecture ; but conjecture, tale. 

And rumour with one silence still he met, 310 

That told no speaker whether known before 

His tidings or unknown, if held of worth 

Or laughed to scorn, till over all that hall 

Fell silence that soon none would dare to break. 

Then, with a sudden frown, a sudden fire, 315 

He spoke : * Strange guise, indeed ' — (and he displayed 

The scars of toil and storm on face and robe), — 

* This, if a dream of maidens sent me forth, 

If drudge I be not of a sterner task — 

The unravelling of this plot whereof ye all 320 

(For all your several of one central hint) 

Have told me. And ye tell me that my lords 

Are gathered in Tezcuco with the kings, 

Caird thither from their realms to join debate. 

My grievous knowledge must I bear to them — 325 

Farewell 1 ' And, maugre every prayer they made. 

Out firom the splendid banquet, and alone 

He strode. 

Instinct with countless fears the gloom 
He left behind him ! The returning sun, 
Kindling, as he did, next mom, in stainless heavens 
Joy, was a vain light here. Of war to come, 331 

Of arming vassals, of outlying forts 
Secured, of vantage seized and ambush laid. 
Of holding for the emperor even to death 
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The signory, the talk was. In the loyal 335 

Heart of the great Wawazin yet once more, 

As when it seem'd no day would dawn again, 

Terrors unnumbered of the dreadful Priest 

Of Tenochtitian, with his traitorous hordes 339 

Of spies and tempters, sleepless watch maintained. 

But nearer sorrow was to win from these 
His spirit. On a day, his tender bride. 
She silent as the noon that bum'd without, 
They with free voices that knew no repose, 
Sat with her ladies at her broidery. They 345 

Suddenly from its toil saw drop her hand. 
She bow'd, she rose, she tum'd : — they saw her face 
Wan as the sallow breakers on the shore 
At icy sundown of a winter eve. 
Their foam scarce whiter ; and from that strange noon 
Never bloom withered as Wawazin's Flower ! 351 

Bann'd from all growth her sanctuary- work 
Hung. Though the secret of her malady 
Seem'd dark to her as dark to all, its fangs 
And venom she denied not ; she refused, 355 

(Though charm from none she drew to lull her pain,) 
No subtle cup they mingled for her cure. 
One hope there seem'd, one only : — in her home, 
Her ancient home, among her sisters' hands. 
Under her holy mother's healing eye, 360 

In ChoUula, the temple of her God, 
Peace yet might brood upon her soul. The Chief 
Constrained his heart and bade her leave him. — Bound 
To hold against all traitors for the King 
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His lordship, he could lead not on their way 365 
Her escort ; but to comfort with farewell, 
To cheer with hope of swift return, ere yet 
Borne from his hall she passed away, he came. 
Back from his look she shrank, she shudder'd. Well 
As, old in woful years, he knew the shows 370 

Of illness and the burning in sick hearts. 
Yet, sharp as death, straight down upon his heart. 
Pain stabb*d him as she shrank. * My lord, my lord, 
And shrink then shall I not ' — perceiving pain 
Dark on his face, she seized upon his hands — 375 

* And shrink, then, shall I not,' she made complaint, 

* From all that are a part of the great House 
That rescued from the waste an orphan girl, 
And finds a curse from Heaven witliin its walls — 
From thee the most, my lord, except myself, 380 
If that might be ? ' *Poor child,' he made reply, 
Crazed with her craze and like a child himself, 

* Cling ever to thyself and cling to us, 
If any God would give us any bliss ! 

But go to thine old home, and to thy health. 385 

Child, are our prayers, then, nothing for thy heart 
To trust to?' 

And uplifting in their arms 
Her litter, from his sight they bore her swiftly, 
And down the steep between the crags that left 
The castle gate, along the plain, to mount 390 

Tlie woodland boundaries of the signory. 
And onward yet, all day, to where the night 
Began to veil with mist the rising crags 



y Google 



48 THE KING'S SACRIFICE, book ii. 

And blow deep voices down the gorge they took, 

Beating, all night, with torches, up the pass 395 

Toward Chollula. She slumber'd in the night 

Awhile. And when the bearers took their rest 

Round a wide cavern in the windless air. 

And in her ladies came and brought her food, 

She took it ; and with mild eyes met their looks ; 400 

Nor shrank away, nor shudder'd at the sounds 

Of night — the stillness of the woods above, 

The roar of falling waters far below ; 

But softly to the dearest of her maids 

Spoke, of her own pure will : — * Hither away 405 

They drove me, but They leave me — (if, indeed, 

They breathe not blessings on my pathway here) — 

In peace, not marring more their heavenly wills — 

Such peace as falls upon the towers They love 

Once more, and on the village as it sleeps 410 

Beside the silvery lakelet where They rise 

And shoot and sweep and wheel around his walls. 

The Spirits of his Home, whose wills he cross'd. 

Benign to me — no home for me, however 

At first of all dear things the dearest home, — 415 

No, no ! but his, — and through the whelming trance 

Of sleep he feels Them and their sweet return ! 

I see him as he sleeps his cares away, 

I see the stately chambers where I dwelt, 

I see the still dark towers beneath the stars — 420 

No curse — Praise Heaven ! ' — 

Heaven rather to be praised, 
O gentle maiden, for the tender veil 
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Let fall before thine eyes than light bestow'd ! 

No slumberer in his castle thy good lord ; 

But wakeful, haggard, as one caught, involved 425 

In living webs of crime, from bounds of his 

Far off, in that dark forest which thou clonib'st 

At simset — even so near thee — ^where the rocks 

First leave the plain in earnest, leading up 

To these tremendous heights of crag and snow 430 

And savage peoples that no law can tame, — 

He stands, his way-worn followers round about — 

(The remnants of their meal strew moss and rock) — 

Asleep, he watching. 

From his castle wall 
That morning had he mark'd her winding down 435 
The steep, had seen the splendid litter borne 
With all its rich retinue till it joined 
The distance and the darkness of the woods, 
Yet, boVd upon the parapet — (nor grieved 
With private loss alone, so heavy hung 440 

With rumoured ill abroad the sultry air) — 
Gazed on. He gripped the stone, he sprang erect. 
Fear undissembled in the veteran eye ! 
What would the dark wood bring to light that these 
Bright forms were shown descending from its womb 445 
So soon returned ? A near approach dissolved 
The terror. No retumM retainers these — 
Lords of the Court Imperial came that way. 

The feast, the dues of hospitality 
Over, he ask'd them (in his council-hall 450 

£ 
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Assembled) of their errand. Close they drew, 

And thus their Chief: * These words the King demands 

Be word for word delivered to my lord :— 

" The restless foes threaten our eastern front 

Who shall defend us from our enemies ? 455 

Can courtier lords be trusted, O my lord ? 

— We name thee captain-general of our host ! 

The Gods be with thee ! " ' 

A more evil spirit 
Anahuac knew not than the Chief who spoke, 
The swart Aculhua. By such sullen light 460 

As shows, before a tempest, every peak 
That rises from the circuit of a world 
All seam'd and scarf d and cracked with gorge and 

waste, 
The purpose of his king Wawazin saw. 
— * I take this gift of honour and I go. 465 

Farewell, my lords ! But ye, my people, sound 
The trumpet through my lordship, and assemble 
Ere set of sun my vassals and their men. 
We march at nightfall. Here we meet' 

That word. 
To ear as rounded as to eye the stone 470 

A slinger singles from the restless brook. 
He flung ; but bound with many an iron band 
Of wrathful silence his own wounded soul. 
'Twas midnight ere he broke them. In that wood 
Rising toward the wild sierra, where the foe, 475 

Rooted in savage freedom, braved its blasts, 
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He halted : gorged, his followers slept : he watch'd 

Alone ; while round him all the valley drank, 

In blissful silence, of the dews of life. 

Its nightly dower since that rich eve when first 480 

Heaven set the star-watch o'er it ; and, between 

Him and the hoar dusk of the distant lake 

(No moon had risen), the sombre top he saw 

Of Tezcozingo. So serene the world 

Heaven rather seem'd to dream it than to make 485 

Or rule — of Heaven but little here for hini, 

However much of dream ! — so hard it was 

To deem all other than a dreadful dream, — 

* Some black presentment,' groan'd he, * shown from 

Hell 489 

Of one of those dark moods that drown'd my days — 
How miserably many ! — as I judged 
The King and those that gathered at his court, 
(Ply such wild wings I would not ; rest in bounds 
I could not) .... as I clung yet to my praise 
Of those that hush their unauthentic souls 495 

Boasting of pains and pleasures never theirs, 
While how much farther from mine own soul rang 
Mine own voice, Doubt, through threefold shades of 

night, 
Still hooting " Envy ! what thou canst not dream 
Nezahualcoyoth />, and this thy spite 500 

Shows, should he scorn thee, such a scorn thy due ! " 
And this is he, and this is he at last ! 
This he on whom I would have pour'd my hate, 
Whom yet alone of men I know I loved, 
On whom what voices of eternal hate 505 
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Within my soul call now ! The tangle snaps ; 

No more doubt, sweet or bitter. Nevermore 

A doubt of what perchance yon garden means, 

Whether another world of purer light, 

Wherefrom — (no less misgiving often beat 510 

The portal that I barr'd against the King) — 

Wherefrom I willed to bar myself, had there 

Indeed begun, from winter and from death 

Exempt ; no more of doubt than if mine eye 

Beheld a broken slope of nameless mounds ! 515 

And doubt yet less what means this murderous plot 

Oh, not more sure I were than sure I am, 

Though not for one brief glance mine eyes had miss'd 

The murderer, since that hour he went his way, 

Muffling his roars of carnal passion, down 520 

Between the dripping crags before my gate, 

Between the crags — that night — ^across the vale — 

Up through the dropping forest — plunged afresh 

Through the cold fog along the sightless plain, 

Maturing this damn'd counsel that we saw 525 

Mount on his burning forehead as he spoke 

Of plots to be unravell'd by and by, 

Mount on his forehead as he gazed on her. 

And, maugre every prayer his nobles made. 

Departed Evil, deep to deep, replies ; — 530 

Possessed he found his palace with this fear 

And rumour of rebellion. He demands 

A council— not of all — (whom mvjst his will 

Affects, what gloomy faces bore to-day 

Their dull or wicked witness in my hall !) — 535 

To learn on whose footmarks his hunters happ*d, 
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To learn the traitor's name. I hear the low 
Speech, the reluctance ; hark ! — " Wawazin !" — then 
One thrill of wonder strikes the council dumb ; 
Whereafter he resumes, in awful tones, 540 

" How thwart, yet, thwarting, spare a noble house ? 
Such need of care in every movement 1 Hence 
This deep-waird chamber, this late hour, this lean 
Assemblage summoned I Hear, then, a device. 
Who keep renown unsullied for all time 545 

As they that, heading a great people, fall 
Far in the midst of broken foes ? Ensure 
His falL Go, set him in the hottest fray ; 
Then, when the cries of ' Forward ! ' loudest ring. 
Yield ; leave him there : so save his honour ! " — ^ugh ! 
Coarse net to snare heart old in craft as mine, 551 
Snared rather in its Own great misery 
And will to die ! Subtler her sickness feign'd. 
If feign'd. Mad prayer 'tis, yet I pray that if 
Doomed, O ye starry deeps that nurse our dooms, 555 
Ye be to bring their spousal night to these, 
This night it be not Yield me this, and then 
Whatever home shall roof them and their sin, 
This brain at least shall ne'er have housed the deed ! ' 

They join'd, ere dawn, the imperial host \ ere dawn 
Yell'd ruin to the yelling foe beneath. 561 

Wawazin err'd not : — where he fell the foes 
Innumerous lay, he single in the midst. 
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BOOK III 

Argument. 

Azalzokinzin at ChoUula. — Visited by the wife of Aculhua, 
sister of the King, who, by exhortation and recital of an 
interview, prepares her for a message that she brings from the 
King. — Azalzokinzin reveals the mystery of her sickness. — 
Great festival in Tezcozingo on the erection of a statue that 
symbolizes the three kingdoms of Nezahualcoyoth*s empire. 
— The poem of Teulhille. — Azalzokinzin. — Declaration of the 
King. — The thank-offering on his marriage : — His temple de- 
scribed, with its worship. Prosperity and Peace. 

As one that with a great loss overwhelmed, 

Touched by the distant greatness, learns a pride, 

However lowly-hearted, such, to those 

That watched her from the darkness of her grief 

Emerge, life kindling in her widowed eyes, 5 

Azalzokinzin seem'd. The dreadful hours 

Of woe that nigh to death had borne her down — 

Unlifted be they from their voiceless deep, 

Unsung and unremember'd 1 Skill'd to heal 

The wounded spirit were all spirits here 10 

In ChoUula the Holy, where she dwelt, 

The sisters of the Temple in the tongue 

Of Heaven and Time and Hope and Patience crown'd 

All trained. Pale yet as from a bed of death, 
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Pale, with her widowed tresses hanging loose, 1 5 

Pale, with long tresses, but herself once more, 
She paced her olden haunts of hourly pray*r. 
Of silent musing. Pilgrim trains that sought 
The Holy City — to the power of grief 
Who bows not ? — ^with mute gaze adored her 

steps, 20 

And home to darkest regions bore away 
Her name to bless with. From all cities came 
The noblest of the country to condole 
With one whom great Wawazin would have ta'en 
To wife, whose blood from royal fountains flow'd. 25 
— Hither came the sister of the King himself. 
Sister of the Monarch she, and pallid spouse 
Of the dark Chief that to Wawazin bore 
The King's commandment on that fatal mom — 
Aculhua. Oft as others spake and soothed 30 

And comforted, in silence sat she by. 
Withdrawing ever as the rest withdrew. 
Nor at her silent ways did any wonder ; — 
If any once, none now : — a woman she 
Bought with great riches when the royal house 35 
Fell low and other fortunes than a bride's 
Strain'd every mind, a woman from those hours 
Laden, it seem'd, with silence, though dark eye 
To flash as her's, cheek pale, mouth work was none 
When bard or prophet fired the crowd, no region 40 
Echoed for ever with loud oratory 
(If rage of ghosts a mortal ear could hear) 
As where her unlaid spirit ever roam'd 
Itself its own sole hearer. — At her ways 



y Google 



56 THE KING'S SACRIFICE. book iii. 

Of silence none felt wonder. 

Suddenly 45 

One noon, late noon, i* the bow'r o* the maiden alone 
She stood. 

Not unendowed with such a mien 
As mark'd her brother for a king she stood, 
But wan as in a dungeon without air 
Long pent : for burning noon not disarra/d, 50 

No — mantled, muffled, in all costly furs, 
Beside the trembling girl she sat her down, 
Muttering, with downcast eyes, ' Condole, condole ! ' 
Then look'd her in the face. ' Salve,* softly said she, 
* The limping fawn's hurt limb, thou dearest child, 55 
Warm in thy bosom the stark frozen bird. 
Aha, start football for a king discrowned. 
But what if a poor Monarch weep and wail 
For wings, if bird fall sick for sovran sway. 
If fawn come whimpering for a fountain's star, 60 
What comfort then ? Such comfort as we give 
The yearning heart Heaven sank in woman's breast — 
None ! From that earliest of her memories. 
Her brothers mocking from some perilous height 
Of crag or roof or tree her loving dread, 65 

Through all those cruel years that, while she feeds 
And clothes and nurses him who paid her price 
And bears him boys that know no greater shame 
Than seeming tender of their mother's love. 
Through all those years that ever more and more 70- 
Darken with what they care not to conceal — 
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Death — ^where is doom like woman's — ^bora to embody 
Pain as young eagles flight that seeks the sun ? 
Thou tremblest ; by thy pallor, by thine eye 
ReveaPst what yet shall never be reveaPd, 75 

The terrors thit are on thee : " This wild woman," 
Thou say'st, " is practising an evil charm ; 
I hate, I hate to be shut in with her I" 
Child, test me : — this thy terror-stricken soul, 
Seems it a fearful stranger — thine — not thine— 80 
As phantom bom of phrenzy and ill charms. 
Or all that thou hast been, remembering 
Whatever thou hast known, thyself fuU-summ'd ? 
On two counts well thou may'st press home, my 

child, . . . / 
(Tenderly in her own she took the hand 85 

Of the white maiden) .... * this thy charge against 

me, 
That all too much of evil lore I know — 
The calm wherewith I utter woman's woe, 
M)rself a woman, and this cruel zeal 
That seems enforcing truth so pitilessly : 90 

Nor know I answer that shall meet the first — 
Good will it be if thou shalt doubt for ever 
How one can bear all this and know and speak 
Being yet no more than woman : but for that 
Thine other charge, know I had never dared — 95 
O child, this heart of mine had never dared — 
To wound a widow'd orphan save to warn ; 
Save to make well-assured her future choice 
If once, for one brief moment, there be shown 
Issue from darkness, and, ere yet the blue 100 
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Night damps have nipp*d her hope to meet on earth, 
She meet the crown'd male Majesty of Love.* 

And here, as one that on an echo calls 
Long since oft waken'd by some dearest voice 
Now laid for ever mute, and, when the word 105 

Returns, stands silent in his grief and hears 
The voice his ear will never hear again, — 
So silent, and with pain it seem'd as deep, 
A pause she made, — resuming speech with sharp 
Constraint of feature and forced calm of tone, no 
Suddenly : — 

* Summoned by the King, I paced 
His high-waird palace-garden yestereve. 
Forth at his porch, as for an hour of ease. 
He came, wan toiler from his lonely mine, 
And join'd me. , " Brother," I began, — ^to break 115 
The silence that he broke not as we paced 
(My hand in his) the path beneath our eyes, — 
*• Brother, what wish of thine hath calPd me here? 
Lies it in me to bring to pass a hope, 
A prayer of thine ? " " Prayers," cried he (save that 
word 120 

Not one, I think, of all I said he heard), 
" Prayers that in me my realm should find her bliss, 
Find these their answer in my sitting ^here 
Too wretched on my solitary throne 
To start men's em^, restless hope, or aught 125 

That lures its victims from their real joys, 
To madden them with phantoms ? " As I look'd 
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Startled to hear him and alarm'd to see, 

So terrible his gesture, he subdued 

His passion. " Sister," with an utter change 130 

Of mien, complacent, he began once more, 

" A chance adventure of this noon divides 

With what I shall hereafter ask of thee 

My thoughts, in these lone hours an easy prey 

To blind confusions— But let this be told, 135 

And lead, as well as might another way, 

To what I shall desire thee. 

* " As at noon 
I lay (thou knoVst my custom) for repose 
In the light chamber o'er the market square .... 
(Such stir of life is sweet to me to watch, 140 

Oft mending Fortune's rougher dealings, oft 
Lest patient vendor should have toil'd in vain. 
For this or that commissioning a slave 
At market-close) .... But while this noon I lay, 
A grim old couple munch'd their meal below : 145 
The gaunt he-grimness cut a root across. 
Eyed with repugnant shrug and snapp'd it up, 
Growling his comment : * Sweat from dawn to dusk. 
And roots for guerdon that a sleeker hog 
Would snuff and spurn ! While This that wears the 
crown 150 

Revels.' .... * Go, curse thee for a fool,' she cried, 
' What sweat like mine in keeping thy loud tongue 
In one sound skull with thine imspilt-out brains ? 
Each stone, from roof to soil and soil to roof. 
Is set a sworn king's-listener round about ! 155 
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Hush ! ' To my southern hall I had them call'd. 

Such mien as stiird their terror I put on 

At once, poor tremblers : but * Bhnd, blind/ I said— ^ 

Forbear I could not — * from what deep can spring 

The fog that blots from every eye its own i6o 

Treasures that stream with dayUght ? ' I compared 

My lot with theirs — their lack of luscious meats, 

My cares that turn me from the richest board ; 

With saner hearts dismissed them, as I hope. 

Laden at least with largess. There it ends. 165 

And now, between this pray'r I have to make 

To thee and this adventure of the noon 

What link ? Nay, sister, sister, but thou knoVst 

Whom most this death that widows all my realm, — 

This fall of our Wawazin at our head, 170 

Hath widow'd. Slow to comfort, to condole, 

Thy heart was never — either needs she now. 

Fain would I send the tender word I owe ! 

What word, what comfort to such pain as hers ? 

The comfort shall it be that I bestow'd 175 

On them ! — false, false to her as true to them ! — 

—Child, child, believest because no sin hath stain'd 

Thy maiden spirit, thine unsheltered head 

Shall find earth's cruelties chain-bound, her crimes 

In fetters ? But how often from a dream 180 

Reeking with terror do we start, then sink 

Murmuring again to pillow * But a dream, 

No more, all Heaven be magnified ! ' — and sleep, 

Forgetful that no blanker an abyss 

To fall through, wider waste of air to scour 185 

With endless whirlwinds, ever cursed a dream 
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Than somewhere is ! But I speak wildly, sister ; 

Go, lull, as well thou canst, the throbbing wound ; 

But mix thou shalt with solace other words. 

God, O my sister, if God hath aught in me, 190 

Hath seal'd this stricken spirit for my bride, 

My queen ! " — 

* Why more, sweet ? While thy maiden soul 
Cowers mute with hallowed trouble, I refrain 
My tongue, and only with a healing hand 
Sleek the wild head thou mufflest in my lap, 195 

Mingling with senseless fiu* deep tresses waved 
And gloss'd and darkened for great himian love/ 

For so Azalzokinzin, in her need 
Flying, had found a refuge. Neither now. 
Till sure that darkness had long mantled both, 200 
Lifted she, timid, her pale forehead. Then, 
Then was it that at last her lonely heart 
Gave up its woful secret : how the King, 
Feasting that even with Wawazin, made 
So great a marvel of the woven birds, 205 

She told, and all the rapture and the life 
She lived, till, blasted in that fatal noon, 
She withered as a flower on burning rock. 
What scorching wind had breathed upon her then ? 
A word, a chance it was of burning words ! 210 

Her ladies mar\'elled if yet room were left 
For them to wonder, though they saw the works 
Wrought by the King's own Loves in royal bowers ! 
Such hate flashed through her as consumes the lost 
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Who hear of love in hell ! — a horror fell 215 

Of blackness — horror lest the fire within 

Seize phrenzied brain and tongue and blaze abroad 

The shame. Her flight, at her dead lord's command, 

To these her sisters in their sacred home, — 

Her penances, relapses, vigils, prayers, 220 

Her hot, vain kisses on all holy spots 

Press'd. . . . 

But lips kiss'd her, through the darkness, mute, 
And in that awful name of Sovran Love 
Whose signal tokens had declared her his, 
Bless'd her. They added that their lord the King 
Designed, the third day thence, to set the last 226 
Of symbol-statues on the symbol-lakes 
Of Tezcozingo : — to that festival 
Of all his subject realms he bade her come : — 
There let him seem to have beheld her first ! 230 

0*er-canopied, — on thrones, — where dewy bowers 
Look'd from the palace-roof toward the lakes — 
Those Twain whose sceptres sway'd with his the broad 
Dominions to be imaged on the rock, 
On either side of their imperial Head, 235 

Wore their inferior crowns, nor lurk'd a lawn 
Terrace, or swarded bank, or leafy cave. 
From Tezcozingo's base to wooded peak, 
Not thronged with gorgeous feudatories. Girt 239 
With power as he sat, but wrapped in gloom as robb'd 
Of half, loud rang with sudden blare of horns 
All Tezcozingo, to the pomps and games 
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Summoning all that through the garden swarm'd. 
But first, ere pomp and game delight the eye, 
A spacious circle for the sacred bard 245 

Was cleared about the King. 

Teulhille rose. 
His young brows circled with a crown of flowers, 
His slender fingers on a golden harp, 
A prize of song. The dark Aculhua first 
Had brought him in his beauty to the King ; 250 

But long the first of minstrels had he reign'd 
Now in his Emperor's heart. The charm, the power 
Of sound, of numbers, and of living words 
Nezahualcoyoth taught him, and his soul 
Fed on the grand achievements of the King, 255 

Whose wisdom was his light. 

The God of gods. 
Father of all that is and Soul of all. 
He sang, — the birth of Heaven and mortal things. 
The fourfold cycle of the mystic suns. 
The waves that whelm'd the first, the grave that 
yawn'd 260 

When that colossal brood Pocateph loads 
Perish'd together with the second sun. 
The blast that ]?lacken'd out of Heaven the last 
Save this that liveth ; and of mortal men 
He sang, — of feeble dreams and deadly fears, 265 
Of days when, worse than homeless broods and wild. 
With whose wild tongues the moonlit mountains wail. 
Men wreak'd upon their fellows the despair 



y Google 



64 THE KING'S SACRIFICE, book hi. 

That rack'd them, tortured in their solitudes 

Each with Divine monitions weigh'd for all : 270 

Till, waiting for their tumult to be still, 

Dawn'd (a reflected Heaven on weary souls) 

A polity, an empire : — of the kings 

That ruled, from sire to son, the sacred Vale, 

He sang, — their praise and bliss and glory ; — then 

Of ruin, of rebellion, of despair ! 276 

Till Heaven, committed, by the raising up 

Of heroes and irrevocable signs, 

To end far other than such fall as that, 279 

Ordain'd the wondrous King they worshipped now, 

Ordain'd his wondrous nurture — from the toils 

Released and led him through the frightful waste. 

Now by the mystic blaze of light and hope, 

Now, and no less, by doubt and darkness, still 

Disclosing Heavenly Thought on things of earth 285 

Intent ; — whence flow'd the light that made his laws. 

Whence this fair garden where they gather'd now. 

His courts and halls, — the yearly rivalries 

In song, in rich inventions, in the lore 

That calls to council the undying dead — 290 

High lore from lies by capital doom defended ! 

— * Shall realms on infinite benignity 

Through all their laws built up, in frightened pray'r, 

In frantic praise before malignant hosts 

End ? — as if man's prerogative were fear, 295 

As if the wildness of the brute sprang not 

Just from the frightful shocks no memory blunts. 

No foresight baffles, and our common lore 

Could free not, as from folly, so from fear. 
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One Will enforcing every eye to use 300 

The light diffused in all till He be seen 

Whom less than every eye shall never see ! 

Praise to the imperial spirit in whose sight 

The light of such high peace hath dawn'd for men ! 

— Sit Time, Decay, and Death in wait for all ? 305 

Hath Anahuac no daughter meet to win 

The love that, hallowed by the genial Heavens, 

Shall leave a saviour of the sacred fire 

His sire hath kindled ? ' — 

With swift phrase the bard 
Had braved the final passage of his ode, 310 

But fix'd upon Aculhua — (so that men 
Knew that a word from him had shaped the song) — 
His anxious eyes as out of sight he drew 
Among the splendid plumes and shining robes. 
Doubt ruled and care and fear : — though loud the 
shout, 315 

Though far prolonged the tumult of applause. 
Yet would a subtle ear have well discerned 
A silence waiting for the King. 

But bow'd 
He sat 

But lifting, as by chance, up slowly 
His eyes, lo ! where, — upon that counter ridge 320 
That bore the statues and the symbol lakes — 
Hindered a moment by the stately crowd 
From passing — on the splendid porphyry steps — 
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Queenlike — as brought by that decree which brings 
The flower in its hour upon the stem, to crown 325 
Her own thrpne-stairs. . . . ' Ah, who who who,* he 

cried, 
'Stands? .... but she moves, she moves toward 

the lake — 
The crowd breaks round her — every eye pursues — 
Who ? But of those that follow in her train, 
That guard with awning shade arjd plumy fan 330 
Their Treasure from the branding of the sun, 
Methinks some faces I remember— where ? ' 
They tell him : ' Bring her hither,* he demands, 
And bids that on his right a seat be set, 334 

And spread with costly raiment while she comes : — 
* Shall we be slow with reverence to receive 
Beauty the Gods have widow'd and made ours, 
O kings, O people — and not rather own 
Here their more potent presence than in voice 
Of king or sage or bard to still the roar 340 

Of discord, and from souls so stilPd, so mute. 
Bid swell an empire's harmony ? * He spoke : 
He rose : and, meeting the fair train, led up 
Its lady to the dais and the seat 
Prepared. 

He sat not down. As rapt awhile 345 
In pray'r, his eyes on Heaven, the monarch stood. 
*Sit Time,' excl.im'd he in Teulhille's words — 
' Sit Time, Decay, and Death in wait for all ? 
Stem Time, abhorred Decay, relentless Death, 
What spare they wholly ? Where is war that leaves 
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On victory and defeat no angry mark 35 1 

Alike ? With Time and Death we wage our war, 
Nor war unscarr'd. But O thou known Unknown, — 
Known, for what owns the common soul as aught 
In ode or speech that seems to thrill with Thee ? 355 
Unknown, for who hath dared to say " I know " ? — 
God, if I, hearing thy Divine demand 
On human life as Thine not ours, and spellmg 
This to a different issue than to thrust 
Our dead before Thy face, read well Thy will, — 360 
Though evil must have leave to cross our hope 
And mar our triumph, yet that wound avert 
Which, had in early years and blasting growth. 
Knows never healing ! — To such peril oft, 
O reverend fathers — ^ye that gird me now — 365 

Ye in whose older wisdom mine hath root — 
Your fears revert, toward mine heirless throne 
Still casting ominous eyes and doubtful words. 
— Far be that presage from your souls henceforth ! 
Behold, already throned, if so she will, 370 

Your queen and mine ! ' 

But she before him kneel'd. 
Beautiful Azalzokinzin ! Round her neck 
A splendid necklace from his own he threw ; 
He raised her ; a great voice of voices wrung 
From Tezcozingo's iron heart the shout 375 

Of common triumph ; and from censers, swung 
By downward gazing-nobles, incense rose 
And worship ; and the ratifying peal 
Of martial trumpets to consentient Heavens 
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Resounding, horns, blown shells, the boom of gongs 

Along that level ridge that bore the lakes 381 

And symbol statues, ere it died, took up 

The paean ; at which signal, they which set 

The sculptured queens upon their carven rock. 

Drew from the triple head the veil and ran 385 

Swift from the centre of the sluiced-ofF lake ; 

And ere the last foot to the margin leapt, 

In with majestic roar the torrents pour'd, 

Foam'd up with countless billows, and at last. 

On one broad level of deep blue, received 390 

The mirror'd image of the Sovran Three. 

Small, miserable, weak his heart had shown, 
To hold such boons as these that Heaven had stored 
For him, if only that small fount which lurk'd 
On Tezcozingo's hidden top should glass 395 

The little shrine he vow*d, when, lost in doubts, 
He waited for the judgment of his lords 
And dream'd, in haste. Heaven dallied with his foes ! 
No mirror of less honour than the Lake, 
In whose still deep whatever is of God 400 

Or man in all his realm finds record pure, 
Must glow with his oblation. A huge square 
Of rock he planed beyond his palace-walls, 
And hallow'd it with hymns and holy noise 
Of trump, pipe, sea-shell, cymbal, harp, and horn. 405 
Peace he enforced through all his federal tribes, 
And hands from each in due succession claim'd 
For the great monument. Four stages high, 
Each link'd to each by ample stairs that led 
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Up to as ample terraces, it rose, 410 

Huge, fulgent, as a frontier fort should be, 

Thrown out by those whose high metropolis 

Heaven's walls of silver are. O'er these rose higher. 

Nine-storied to express the ninefold Heavens, 

A mystic tower, in whose ninth round he set 415 

Music, and crown'd the music with a shrine 

That, closing in a sable roof star-sown. 

Shot skyward in three spires and glowed within 

All gold, with precious plumage crusted o'er 

And countless jewels — imageless abode 420 

Of Him in whose tenth Heaven, above all Heavens, 

No semblance but Himself for ever dwells. 

No image of the Unimagined here. 
Death-horrors none before the Lord of life ! 
But endless worship — glittering choirs and hymns, 
Undying odours of the fairest flowers, 426 

And clouds of incense, seen as sure and far 
As clouds revealing where Heaven's fountains pour 
The ceaseless cataract, or the vapour blown 
By power as quenchless from Pocateph's mouth ; 430 
With ever and anon the rousing blast 
Of trump and shell and roar of metal sheets 
Beaten by metal in the booming tower ! 
If any rite, moreover, pure and happy, 
.In some slow-changing village linger'd yet 435 

From simpler times when less of sin was known, 
And gentler peoples in the Valley dwelt, 
These he revived and bade his wise men search 
For records of their worship and their arts ; 
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— ^Whose sacred strains he mingled with his own 440 
Hymns of high rapture ; — and high guerdon theirs 
Whose craft disclosed new sleights to lift awhile 
With trancing pastime or fair spectacle 
The load of life, and such delight as moved 
Their Maker when He made them to enkindle 445 
In new eyes : and the rich year laughed with feasts. 
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BOOK IV, 

Argument. 

Azayacazin in his Temple. — Nezahualcoyoth in his garden 
of Tezcozingo. — The King and Queen in the garden at Tezcuco. 
— The tidings of Hoian the Leech. — The terrors of the visita- 
tion as described by him. — The vigil of the King in his oratory. 
— ^The Queen's dream. — Terrible perplexities of the King. — 
He sees, from his palace roof, his son Eiahu, who charges 
with treachery hb brother Quintalbor. — The matter referred to 
the Kings of Mexico and Tlacopan. — The message from 
Azayacazin. — Aculhua and the King. — The worship of Tezcali- 
poca.^ — ^Teulhille. — The King's self-justification. — He prepares 
to rescue Teulhille from his fate. 

' And what, then, what,' Azayacazin said, 

* Children, were penance if no pain there were ? 

What pain if bliss not miss'd? How miss'd, not 

known? 
How known, not witnessed on the ways of others 
Pour'd in bright torrents — on their heads like crowns ? 
Pain, pain, pain, pain, for ever wasting more 6 

And more the vain desires for all that dies — 
(Flesh that is weakness and the weaker heart) — 
From Spirit which is Power, cannot die, 
Lives when Death heaps his own with shapeless dust ! 
Pain, pain — ^remit not, blessed Pain ! Endure, 1 1 
O blessed children — blessed band ' — 
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(He gather'd 
Daily his chosen in his courts ; — beyond — 
So fierce men's hearts — no priest of prey dared roam) — 
— * Elect to merit, by more pangs than even 15 
These walls of Faith have known, the golden thrones 
That, won, whate'er their height, are won for ever, — 
On whom a thousand voices from the Past 
Call in their mystic figures, dark till now, 
" Hail for whom all that is, since Time hath been, 20 
Hath watched ! "—A httle while, a little while ! 
Pain, pain, pain, pain, but where is heart of man 
In whom, long since, still judgment hath not pass'd 
Sentence aright between the lore of those 
Whose light is in their pleasure and of those 25 

Whose lips unclose but to the cup of pain ? 
Pain, pain, pain, pain, — but power for evermore ! 
Lift let the vain to the consuming sun 
Towers, to the gay touch of the wasting air 
Spread gilded domes of pleasure in their groves, 30 
Carve stately stairs in faithless rock that, trodden 
With viewless footfall by the sovran years. 
Drop to a broken slope of nameless mounds — 
Study the dying bird and beast and flower - 
Count deathless stars with dying eyes — array 35 

With colours of corruption roof and wall — 
Weave bright songs venomed with despair, and store 
Whatever records tell the dismal tale 
Man leaves behind him, — plague, blight, flood, 
drought, sword, 39 

Famine — how long, then, have these spared to blast 
(Spell your famed records) the bright hope of years ? 
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What recks it of the year? — the second year, 
The third, the fourth, the fifth ? ' 

' An image this,* 
Nezahualcoyoth said, while near him lay 
His queen, and round him on the palace-roof 45 
Of Tezcozingo, under leafy shades. 
Or sat or lay the choicest of his realm. 
Bards, sages, warriors, men of state, — (he held 
The third renewal of his yearly feast 
When his whole realm in Tezcozingo met 50 

To celebrate his spousals) — * Image this,' 
He said, * of all mine empire, here reveal'd 
In these rich gardens on my chosen mount, 
Beneath a truer light than ever sunn'd 
Its cities and its harbours and its lands, 55 

If eyes be found to see I Yon carven queen 
We note : — queen, lake, rock, vanish from our eyes ; 
We tread the sacred Tula, breathing prayYs ; — 
No mountain robbers' rude metropolis 
Bare to the intolerable sun and piercing rain, 60 

As they behold her that with feet of flesh 
Her silent suburbs tread, her shrunken streets. 
But wearing mild upon her hallow'd front 
Her inner light emblazed — an ancient home 
Of god-led peoples ! Under pines that fill 65 

Our ears with voices of the wild ravine. 
Ours is it, — firom our own souls undivorced 
By hunger, thirst, fear, ice-wind, foolish pride, — 
For eyrie choosing what aetherial peak 
We will, where height o'er height the mountain worlds 
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Ascend, to feel our little seasons pass 71 

In their one age austere of purest snow, 

And learn of Solitude her mighty moods : — 

As free to wander at our will (such boon 

Have whispering groves of royal palm to give) 75 

Unharm'd that wondrous world Maternal Death 

Bears — in her vales at Orizaba's foot — 

In endless labour — to the living Sun ; 

No deadly snake or swamp a death to us, 

But health and vigour I Nor, O friends, shall you 80 

Lack eyes to see my crowning work of all 

On festal days like these, when open stand 

My gates and all my people throng the slopes, 

This multitude rejoicing in its own 

Glad heart, suave voices, rich apparel—men 85 

So moving as great Man hath grace to move. 

Women adom*d as fruitful Nature's own ♦ 

True image, — here a little while redeemed 

From severing homes that shut from kindly ken 

And breed inhuman scorn of graceful garb 90 

And 'haviour, crusting with a testy spite 

The sick endeavours of half-hearted thought, 

Here, though for one brief moment, with their own 

Great nature and its glory face to face. 

High glory this, O friends, to you and me, — 95 

Perchance of higher glory yet to come 

Prophetic, when, from worlds of light and power, 

Serene and pure as these wherein we bask, 

The spirit — self-divulged — without a word 

Imperative or weapon — as the might 100 

Of J-ove and of Necessity — shall seize 
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All hearts and reign supreme. So vast a hope 

Gilds sterner tasks for us till this shall be — 

The working a smooth way for wise decrees, 

The bending stubborn wills with penal pain, 105 

Toils still returning after each repose 1 

For, gentle friends, beyond the point of noon 

The kindly sun of our seventh day descending 

Among his store of golden memories 

Prepares to fold our festival away, no 

And other voices call. Sweet Queen, and you. 

Friends, let us hence ! ' 

And to the Capital, 
Between boVd ranks of the rejoicing crowd, 
Plumed litters bore them home. 

Here too, as there 
In Tezcozingo, had the potent King 
Planted a spacious garden. Ere the sun 115 

Yet, on that eve, their last of rest, had fall'n. 
Together in an arbour where the woods 
With walks in mazes from the palace came 
Down to an inlet. of the quiet Lake, 119 

Spanned with a golden bridge, the King and Queen 
Sat The soft air, the golden hues had touched 
Their hearts with love of silence, seaPd their lips. 
What visions other far than these of gold 
Before the King's great eyes have marshall'd up 
Glooms that have harden'd on his arm each knot 125 
Of muscle and dark vein, and o'er his eyes 
Dragg'd the stem brows of wrath ? 
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She knew the mood, 
She sat in silent dread that hardly breathed ; 

* Again, again, it comes, the rage, the pang,' 129 
She thought — * Dread Gods^ why bear I not a babe ? 
Why will Ye that he hate me ? ' — * This my throne 
Still to be heirless, without fruit my Queen,* 

He ponder'd, far from hate of her — * so sure 

To bring on brows and lips I know too well 135 

The whispers and the signals that I know — 

Why sufferest Thou, God, God, whose menaced 

realm 
I rule ? To my soul might not darkness reach 
(What mortal hath not moments weak and sick?) 
If this I swept not from its clearness off 140 

Ever as now I sweep it ! ' And he swept 
Off such dark blot from his refulgent Heavens, 
And, beamy lustre playing yet anew 
About his kingly forehead, sovran lord 
Of his own peace and hers he sat once more. 145 

Some distant strain of music had just died, 

* Lost,' he began, as from a soul that knew 
No trouble, * the sweet music in the glen, 
Lost in the glen behind the tower ! Ah, where 
Wanders, I wonder, our young minstrel, lost 150 
Since that bright evening — (such an hour as this) — 
When, charm'd, I pray'd him for requital ask 

A boon .... (Teulhille, thou rememberest him) .... 
And down he flung him on the sward, and raised 
His eyes all tears and burning face, and begg'd, 155 
And begged the secret worship of his heart, 
Coana ? How I toil'd to win her sire, 
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Tendering unmeasured gold and land and towers ! 
Headed, I vow, as all his godships are, 
With wood ill-carven, is my lord her sire, 160 

Aculhua ! ' 

* Hist ! ' with her forefinger up, 
' Hist ! my good lord,' she said, * some little while 
The sleepy fowl upon the creek have ceased 
Their clamour ; hark ! the wild din sounds anew : 
Surely one passeth o'er the golden bridge ! ' 165 

And a shade fell upon the monarch's brow : 
Only a transient shade : he saw the bridge ; 
No dull intruder this : thought, plan, device, 
Never the King would ponder undivulged 
To Holan, the first leech in all the land, 170 

And, since the great Wawazin, first of all 
On whom his monarch lean'd ; disciples both, 
Nezahualcoyoth and his hoary sage, 
Though half a life well nigh between their years, 
Of one departed Teacher, held a God 175 

Now, the white Huitzilhuitzen : — this the man. 
Whose raiment swept the bridge. The monarch's 

brow .... 
Ah, why the cloud once more ? As dark as night 
Old Holan came, as clad in darkness ! King, 
Too well the robe of sorrow — of despair — 180 

Might trail behind his tread who bore a word 
In whose dire sound all Hell breathes out on man ! 

Early, in the grey of dawn, a messenger 
From Tenochtitlan to Tezcuco flying 
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Had sought the famous I.eech, had prayed him join 
Azayacazin, the tremendous Priest, i86 

AzayBLcazin on the Lake. The old man 
Obe/d, — upon the bosom of the Lake 
Join'd the dark craft men fear'd, and from his own 
Pass'd as they bade him to their master's side. 190 
The rowers of Azayacazin bow*d 
And swift through flashing wave and sunny spray 
Shot Priest and Leech. Upon a level shore, 
Hard by some trembling woods that veird a fall 
Of sounding waters on the quiet Lake, 1 95 

They landed : whence, a craggy pathway climbing. 
They saw the pure stream from a rock smooth-hewn 
Welling, and planted round with pleasant trees. 
Many lay stretched below them round the fount ; 
Nor seem'd it strange beneath so sweet a shade. 200 
Yet stronger shudder had not seized the Leech 
If, sailing up jn folds of frozen wind, 
White through their shrivell'd umbrage, he had seen 
The Arch-terror ! Leading from the fountain-side 
And pointing down where, strewn and heap'd — (drawn 
hither 205 

To quench the fire that bum'd their life) — they lay 
Dead, or ere dead in filth and sores entomb'd. 
The Priest unlock'd his lips with * What mean these ? ' 
And * Plague ! ' the Leech made answer. 

For his liege 
Of ruin'd empire as his master erst, 210 

Grey Huitzilhuitzen, of setherial hope 
The seer, the doomed voice, his dreadful way 
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Home from his vision on the Lake at eve 

He made : a spectral shadow in their bower 

Before those twain stood forth and breathed his word 

* Plague ! ' 

Amid stunn'd perceptions all alone, 216 
Doubt yet within the monarch clung to life, 
Lived yet on passive hope that out of dreams 
Unreal such a sorrow mu;it be made, 
That evil dark as this could never be. 220 

Doubt dead, Death's self had settled on his soul ! 
He sat : he bow'd in silence on his hands 
His brows : Azalzokinzin twined in hers 
His arm, and on it pressed her burning cheek. 
And down it streamed the torrent of her tears. 225 

* Imposing,' hoarse and low the King began, 

* Unwearied patience on our yearning hearts, 
Again and yet again how we repeat 

By what slow years of growth, by what degrees, — 
(Who marks the stately tree grow day by day ?)-=- 
The things of God to their perfection come ! 23 1 

These ways are God's, we say, these ways be ours 1 
These — these ? In one mere beating of a pulse 
His whole dread will overwhelms us ! O my friend .... 
This ghastly foe upon its evil march 235 

Whereof thou speak'st .... What is it?' 

And *0 sire,' 
The Sage replied, to glow of passion moved, 

* O sire, if one, on evil bent, had mark'd. 
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Perfection by perfection, the Divine 

Glory completed of this wondrous world 240 

With man to crown it, how would such destroy ? 

We sink by all the stages he discerns. 

A shadow first between the light of Heaven 

And human gladness ! — Whatsoever thoughts 

With death have mingled and all glooms of guilt 245 

Gather insurgent ! — furnace-fires consume 

The brain, through hot eyes raging and dinn'd ears ; 

Foul Death forebreathes through voiceless lips; for,. 

struck 
Dumb, the swol'n tongue, great Nature's tongue, cor- 
rupts ; 
And the frail heart against the violent strain 250 

Of ineffectual sickness hardly holds. 
Parch'd are all waters from that fiery waste 
Wherein each lies impaled and burns alone, 
Or burn as burning sand .... My lord, my lord, 
They never sleep ! ' 

And, as he spoke, the tears 255 
Another word cut off; and, mingling tears, 
Between his open teeth and quivering lip 
The King drew sob on sob. 

A heavy dew 
Was falling round them. From their arbour up. 
Through the sepulchral gloom of breathless woods 
And deepening night, wan, silent as the dead, 261 
Those three — the King, the trembling Queen, the 
Sage,— 
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Moved. ' O my Liege/ said Holan, ere they reached 
The palace — ' O my King, O King of men, 
Terrible, if old records tell me true, 265 

The days that are before thee ! Every bond 
That binds men broken ! no love more I — known eyes, 
That seek in dread extremes the hand of help, 
Left rolling vainly — for the funeral wail 
Shouts of delirious mirth — for holy tears 270 

Carousal — temples naked of all awe — 
Lust loose in all ! Great God, avert, avert .... 
Ah, God, what word or wish could find the shape 
Wherein to set this in thine eyes ? My Liege, 274 
— Even now thy stricken cities swarm with priests, 
Wild naked bodies without fear or shame, 
Wild lips with wild wails for the woe to come 
On girilty realms that heed no gentler threat 
Than plague and famine and an heirless throne ! 
Yonder in their palace-chamber, at this hour, 280 
Thy council gathers. Ere thou hear imwam'd 
And anger'd what they wait with for thine ear, 
Hear now, and frame thine answer if they ask .... 
' My Liege .... Oh, bear to hear me ... . ask to still 
With steam of human hearts the wrath of Heaven.' 

To whose alarm'd appeal the stately King, 286 
Calm now as one whose will had cleared a way 
Wherein his own firm foot should set its step 
Some space at least, made answer : * Ere we pass 
Hence to the palace turn awhile with me, 290 

And let us speak of this. But, Lady Wife, 
In these chill damps of night and falling dews 

G 
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Delay not Enter thou. We ponder here. 
— Nay, Holan, suffer me a little while/ 

He followed the sad Queen a little way ; 295 

She turned : * Ah, sweet,' he held her hand and said, 
* All this night long before my God I watch. — 
That thou maintain Hke vigil I forbid. 
But surely in the peace of holy sleep 
The blameless guardian of thy life, thy God, 300 

May yield the secret that shall heal our woe.' 

And up into his eyes her own she sent 
Full of warm tears and all obedience. He 
Between them, on her brow, a parting kiss 
Set, and she pass'd away ; and to the Sage 305 

He turned again ; but if his thoughts had been 
To ponder and take counsel, as had seem'd, 
And not to merely speak some soothing word 
Which best might spare Azalzokinzin, all 
By this had vanish'd ; he but said, * Be thou, 310 
Holan, to this my council that hath met. 
My messenger : — Be nothing till the morn 
Determined ! ' and so left him ; and with loud. 
Long fringes followed o'er the floor, along 
The dim, the solitary corridors, 315 

Made way to where among his towers arose 1 
His oratory highest, fenced from all, 
A rounded chamber vaulted o'er like Heaven, 
Its circled centre open to the stars. 
Breathed on by Heaven ! About its fragrant walls 
Whatever symbol of his hope and faith 321 
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Seem'd to descend from purer times and fix^d 
His own soul, roaming in sublimer search, 
To steadfast worship — heavenly orb, flower, bird— 
His chosen artists had portrayed and carven. 325 

An altar rose under the open vault 
Below the central Heaven's chief height of stars. 
There piled he sweets whose costliness curtail'd 
An emperor's pleasures : to the pile he set 
Fire ; and the fragrant fumes from smouldering bark 
And oozing gum and flamy leaf went up 331 

Silent, as, bowing o'er his hands, he kneel'd, 
To pray*r addressed. Over his hands the sweat 
Streamed from his temples, from his lips no pray'r — 
No sound — (while star on star symmetric moved 335 
O'er that dark circle in high Heaven above) — 
Of pray'r, till slow from eyes and streaming brows 
The hands that press'd them opening, either palm 
He spread ; his eyes (large orbs in deep eclipse 
With other gloom made dim than any here) 340 

Stood fixt before him, and * Each throb,' he sang, 
*Of stricken head, hand, foot, nerve, heart, and 

soul, — 
Each fire about each body gross and fierce 
And fiercer — in each throat this clinging thirst — 
Each horror known apart that none can name — 345 
Desires that are despairs — each bitter cry — 
Each lust that scents delight in hope destroyed — 
Ah, God, each living home with all its bonds 
Ere this foul Terror shall dissolve them all — 
Hut, cot, and hall, and palace, wheresoever 350 



y Google 



84 THE KING'S SACRIFICE, book iv. 

Worn eyes, with anguish mute, have counted o'er 
Once more, at parting for the night, their own, 
To stare from sleepless pillows, if perchance 
Or cry or whispefd word or hurried foot 
Proclaim their dearest doom'd — each desert field 355 
Beheld as eyes behold it in whose sight 
The things of men are dear— each silent hall 
Of justice as for sentence on itself 
Made still— all, all, O God, that, bom of Thee, 
With Heaven's own sense of Hell confounds the soul, 
Man's soul .... each, all, O God, made piercing 
clear 36 1 

On these keen points of pray'r and living thoughts, 
I hold, O God, before Thee — still sustained 
Held up, — God, God, — ^maintain'd and ever held — 
Thus— thus — with utter stretch of human force — 2i^^ 
My force — the pra/r I proffer — even I — 
If haply dread decrees of plague and death, 
Touch'd, melt, rescind themselves — I — I — O God, 
If force of mine avail — I, once again — 
Each hut, cot, hall, and palace, each despair 370 

And pang and cry and horror in each home, 
Each godlike hope of mine, their chosen King, 
Made frustrate, — I, God, God, with all I am, 
Oh, three times thrice all I am — all that Thou 
Couldst image in the king I fail to be, 375 

But dare with sudden flash of fainting thought 
To set, O God, before thee, where Thou art 
Beyond all I can ever reach to, I 
No god, O God, but very man immesh'd 
In all that loads thine air with mortal moans 380 
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And soaks thy sod with bitter weeping — frail — 

Strength streaming from my limbs at every pore — 

Whose pray'r is beaten down from where Thou art. 

And vibrates here below, with storms of care 384 

And thought and counterstorms of thought and care 

Invaded and confounded, neither knowing, 

O God, what boon it is it begs indeed, 

Imploring yet once more for human hearts 

Joy ; — In its hour, sublime the grief of man, 

Joy the low revel of the heartless ! — sick 390 

Of sorrow would I pipe on sunny glades ? 

From whelming one that would could any hold 

The deadly scorn, O God, of this my soul ? 

Which yet demands, persistent yet, that if 

Not all in vain man hopes, if not in vain 395 

The seed that bears his life be sown in joy. 

Nor seems in vain for him prepared, endowed 

With all delight, his dwelling, and himself 

Mark'd out from all thy creatures for a crown, 

Light in his eyes and laughter on his lips, 400 

His joy still blooming in all beauteous work, 

His work a new delight, to new delight 

An impidse, while thine hours spoil evermore 

Grief of her own memorials, funeral mounds 

That robb'd erewhile an empire of its light 405 

Visited now with festal odes and flowers — 

If all this bear indeed the very stamp 

Of thy great will, O God, be then thy will 

Displayed above my head, above these thoughts 

That battle front to front, O God, my God, 410 

With blinding swarms, O God, of phrenzied foes 
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Bound hither from all temples and all shrines 
To stamp mine empire out in sodden mire 
And blood. Whole wars and many frays before 
With these, and dire as this, my hands have waged ; 
Why shudder now to meet them ? If to meet 416 
Still, were they ever vanquished ? These that swarm. 
Are these the very foes I baffled erst ? 
What worth in mind that it records a Past ? 420 

Wars man with one same foeman ever twice ? 
When, all that awful se*nnight, through the roar 
Of winds and woods and heavens, I bore the rage 
Of storm on Iztacchuatl, on my heart. 
Well could I then — for one momentous trial 
If One within whose arms I seem'd to move 425 

Had arms indeed to bear me — from the cliff 
Down the prone torrent to the base have plunged 
Blindfold !— had God no more than of a crag 
Reck'd of my falling, for what chance more blest 
Had helpless.wretch to look ? — Down crag and cliff. 
For what might chance to meet me down below, 43 1 
Down the great gorges to the vale I plunged ! 
God waited in Tepechpan with my queen ! 
Thou waitedst in Tepechpan with my queen, 

God ! — Down this new torrent shall I plunge, 435 
Nor reck what surging deep of foam and rage 

And madness of wild voices roaring * Blood ! ' 
May rise and beat and close above our head ? 
Gods, I could raze mankind from off this world 
Lest one hot hand should touch her ! Blood is it 
They crave ? Yea, what and if in blood and fire 441 

1 blot them from mine empire ? * 
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Ending here, 
Slow from his knees he sank, and, on one arm 
Sustained, with glowing eyes, if haply God 
To that his utter'd pray'r or all his needs 445 

Unutter*d should reply, to mute appeal 
Of stem and painful watch and odorous fire 
And symbol upon altar and on wall. 
Through all uproar of words in blasts of thought, 
Yet clinging, kept firm vigil as his vow 450 

Had bound him : but when chiller, as with dawn, 
He felt the creeping air, to signless Heaven 
His eyes with some proud patience lifting up. 
Forth from his ash-strewn altar strode the King 
In silence ; thence to the Queen's chamber — (what 
If down from tenderer Heavens a holier soul 456 
Had drawn a voice, a vision ?) — with hush foot 
Descended — enter'd. She seem'd sleeping. Little 
Of balmy rest in holy trances here — 
Fierce clutchings of the raiment of her bed, 460 

And tossings of the dull things here and there 
In wakeful agony or distressful dream 
Through long night-watches, till mere weariness 
Had brought the stillness now ! — Beside the couch 
He sank, he sat — the visions of his mind 465 

Before his fixt eyes quenching all the light, 
Till, starting, he perceived his sleeper turned 
And labouring, and released her from her sleep 
As out of fetters, with dilated eyes, 
And heaving bosom ! Round his arm she clung 470 
But breathed no word : no word he breathed to her : 
Then she was whispering : ' Ah, my lord, my lord ! * 
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There with a mute voice and imploring eye 
Paused, — ' But how pray my pray'r/ she faltered out, 

* The prayV upon my lips a moment since ? 475 
So lost a wretch to be thy Love ! What power 

In hopes and early vows and holy dreams 
To part and sunder from the loathsome mass 
Of evildoers ? Will He come, who comes 
To claim, some dreadful day, his kingdom here, 480 
And eye with one blank gaze of freezing blue 
Me and all those who do the things I know ? 
— Red crosses dropping on a train of snow — 
As clear in visions of the night as thee 
In visions of the day — on sunny slope — 485 

Our banquets have been spread there — in a glen — 
There, till his own hour, now, as here of old, 
For ever pacing have I seen Him — feet 
Pure as the morning lilies, healing hands. 
Spare visage not of earth .... earth .... what 
has earth ^ 490 

Sweeter on the most its own to send in showers 
Than I have bared my bosom to receive ? . . . . 
— Some solitude to weep in ! — Far from love 
And thee awhile, dear lord, till clean from sight 
Of Heaven be lash'd my sins — awhile, awhile, 495 
Dear lord, awhile now, lest for ever ! ' 

'Sins!— 

* Ye lies,'— (to the ceiling comer kindling eyes 

He tum'd) — ' Ye lies,' he cried, * that haunt this ' . . . - 

there. 
Bowing, he rock'd with inward agony : 
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Soft on his hand her gentle touch she laid : 5°^ 

Round about her he wound his arm, from bed 
Lifted, her bare and strain'd her on his breast 
To pain even — * Mine, whom none shall take,' he said, 
Though Heaven's own thunder with articulate voice 
Bellow of sins for ever ! ' Pillowing deep 505 

His brows between her shoulder and her throat, 

* Love, love,' with alter'd voice he murmur'd low, 

* Turn, fold thy bosom in thy sheltering furs : 
Evil is up against me : win it may 

Much j but from me wins one thing not — that I 510 

Pollute a joyous love with joyless rage 

Of passion, let despair lust how it will 

So to be lost Love, fold thee from mine eyes.' 

And three strides bore him to the chamber door. 
Out from its power he burst. The very sense 515 
That, under all dismay which seems despair, 
Of yet some final refuge ever knows. 
Caught fire : from burning brain the ruin spread : 
Feet, limbs, and blasted spine had scarce the povver 
To bear him up. — What joy had been his own 520 
When all his hunters whoop'd and there he saw, 
Fixt by the voices, in deep forest dell, 
Still as the crag beside it, the dark pool 
That glass'd it, his last victim ! — If like joy 
Fired an eternal Captor marking him 525 

New-ta'en in toils deep-laid ere yet time was ? 
Pah, pah, pah 1 — no air this for man to breathe, 
To think in or to feel in or to see, 
Away, away 1 
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Threefold his strength returned, 
He stamp'd his fiery foot ; he broke away, 530 

Up, up j by stairs he fled and terraced roofs 
Over the palace to the front that faced 
His garden — (a dim stillness wan with dawn) — 
Whereon with sightless orbs — (his wounded soul 
Madly from every sense essaying flight) — 535 

He stared. Not thine to fly what has to be, 
Nezahualcoyoth, whom thy name hath doomed 
With subtler eye than mountain wolf to mark 
Thy foes' devices. In the gloom below thee 
Stirs, and hath caught thy glittering eye, made flush 
Thy cheek with ardour for thy wonted game, 541 
One whose ill form and gait thou needst must know. 
Whom yet thy heart — (and how thy heart hath ached 
To feel it !) — hath ne'er read — of all thy sons 
The least thy son, thy son Eiahu ! Here 545 

Roaming alone these dewy lawns and bowers, 
The leader or the dupe of what design 
Now must thou read him? From thy tower steal 

down, 
Down from thy watch-tower steal, O heaven-crown'd 

King, 
O guardian spirit of thy realm ! — Down stole 550 
The King, — or ere his son should take to flight 
Or sound some treacherous signal to the foe, 
Fain to surprise the traitor — not remembering — 
What else had pleaded for the Prince, perchance — 
How that himself had sent him days before 555 

To bear a wondrous emerald subtly carven, 
(By Huezin carven, yet another son) 
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Where smooth snake-folds bound ruffled birds that 

shriek'd, 
A treasure for Quintalbor : but perceiving 
Himself, though seen, not shunn'd by the young Prince, 
Who rather drew towards him, he relaxed 5^^ 

His anger and remembered. Yet so long 
Why this return delay'd ? Why wander here 
By night? Unnumbered doubts demanded *why, 564 
Why, why ? ' — * O sire,' the wanderer said, '' three days 
Since from thy mission I retum'd, have I 
Shunn'd thy dread eyes .... nay, father, nay — I 

know — 
Need no swift wrath to waken sleepless fear — 
Know that no moment more my lips dare hold 
Their guilty secret, though .... My Liege, my 

Liege .... 570 

Spare till I speak .... He took thy gem, he scann'd, 
And " Not as he who wrought this gem do I 
Bend down," he said, " my glory. No base craft 
Mine ! O war, war for me ! The day shall dawn 
When, Victor of the Universe, O brother, 575 

I rob my very father of his fame : " 
And back he stepp'd and flinging wide a door 
Displayed an arsenal of arms ! Half-dead 
Lest, ere it wam'd thee, this poor mouth be seal'd 
For aye, consent to the blithe parricide 580 

I gasp'd out ! ' — 

And this foul tale why not true? 
— ^Because Quintalbor^s visage bore unmoved 
The imperial marriage and his heirdom lost, 
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Therefore unmoved too must his heart have borne ? 
— ' Yet thou ! thou 1 thou ! ' the wretched father 
groaned, 585 

* Thou to have murder'd our unspoken trust, 
The troth between us that to name had marr'd — 
Quintalbor— O my son I ' 

His fiery face 
Full on the quailing craven at his side 
He sent : * Begins my rule to seem a dream ? 590 
This anarch Pest that in the place of men 
Looses the primal savage with an hour 
Wherein to sate his lust before he dies, — 
Saps it all bonds at once ? But though none else 
I stand and, sworded, bar the way. Go, call 595 
Hither my royal brethren.' 

In the palace 
It fortuned (through such tempest toiPd the State) 
These with their suzerain sojoum'd. They dela/d not 
Their coming. Yet, ere solemnly they sat 
Chamber'd alone with their imperial Head, 600 

Thick doubt came drifting o'er his eyes and dimm'd 
His clear resolve. As if to cast on them 
All shadows from his own perplexity, 
Only with hoarse sounds of debate within 
He met their mute amaze : — ' And if this prove 605 
Baseless and I be moving to destroy 
One that, preserving now his early truth, 
But crowns with sign celestial a life 
Which lack'd but this to mark it more than man's ! — 



y Google 



BOOK IV. THE KING'S SACRIFICE, 93 

If, foord with mad suspicion, I shall mar 610 

Of all my reign the fairest issue — (what 
So fair, if he be true, as his tried truth ?) — 
What ruin compassed in a traitor's dream 
Could mate with fall so fatal ? — Snap thy rod, 
Trample, O King, upon thine own shamed cro^wi, 615 
And pray to be forgotten ! And yet, .... yet ... . 
(O curse of broken hearts on human sin !) — .... 
In one that bears man's likeness who shall dare 
To trust ? Yea, flingest in my teeth thy fierce 
Reproaches. O Quintalbor ? Read thou deep 620 
Thine inmost heart, and no reproaches more 1 
Enough. I dally with my task too long. 
Too long ! ' 

Such loud communion with himself 
He held : then, roused, before his judges laid 
The dark impeachment of his son. — * This threats 625 
The realm, not me, his sire, alone. Together 
Visit his home and of his treason judge. 
In your hands I compel myself to leave 
Our common welfare. As ye find deliver.' 

' Though all thy counsellors,' cried Tlacopan, 630 

* Swore this a truth it were no less a lie ! 
Fear not, my brother.' 

To the Mexican 
Nezahualcoyoth tum'd : * My lord,' he said, 

* Thou sittest mute — what hopes and fears are thine ? ' 
And * Sire,' sigh'd he of Mexico, ' T, too, 635 
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Have heard this rumour of the arms conceaFd.* 
Then groan'd tlie father, * Ye shall judge him, yet — 
Nay, not as my son — far my pray'r from that — 
As yours — as surely should all elders judge 
All youth.* 640 

Concluding his commands, he looked 
To see them rise and leave him. Neither rose. 
Some secret venture, some intent, delay'd 
Their going. Sounding, as it were, his way, 
The Mexican, with murmurs and with moans. 
Heard hardly more than thought that sounds to 
thought, 645 

Bewail'd the terrors of the time, this gloom 
That darken'd all the realm with fear of death. 
This dissolution of all human bonds — 
Such time, such woe, could brook no more, it seem'd, 
Concealment or reluctance ! Loud he spoke : 650 
* Dread Liege, thou wouldst not hear us yesternight. 
— Behold, to beat this plague back, heal thy realm, 
A fearful penance on himself the Priest 
Of Tenochtitlan, our co- sovereign, lays, — 
Long noontide roamings under fiery skies, 655 

Unnumber'd lashes on his fleshless bones 
In every village — but on me hath laid 
Task stern, my Liege, as that — to bear to thee 
His message : ' — And he dared (his silent Liege 
Refusing by no sign to hear the word) 660 

To speak it : * " Monarch, is it I, — the Priest," — 
Thus saith Azayacazin — " is it I — 
I now — at last — I, I,— whose hosts of Thought 
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Have summon'd the big ruin from the deep 

To drown thy godless realm ? How long, I say, 665 

How long shall all thine empire die for thee ? 

How long the anger of defrauded Heaven 

Await thy penance and thy victims ? " ' — 

'Sir, 
Go,' the fierce Liege replied, ' Go, tell thy Priest, 
Go, tell thy fellow-king to hope to see 670 

Coiling in pain about his gory beams. 
Brother of his demon-boas, the man's frame 
Heaven gave me, but hope never to set me 
To hiss his foul will o'er my wailing realm 
In black commands that bid my people bleed ! 675 
Enough 1 ' 

They parted. On their errand bound 
The two descended to the sacred court. 
The wide quadrangle in whose middle rose, 
Burning and breathing fragrance up to Heaven, 
A carven altar with perpetual fire ; — 680 

For round two coiuts the giant palace reach'd \ — 
The other a huge market for the world. 
This with tribunals and with golden halls 
Of justice and the chambers of the lords 
Encompass'd, — now with nobles, — mantled forms 685 
Of painful splendour, pacing, murmuring, 
Perusing with keen eyes the royal Two — 
Well throng'd, — with yet more wonder soon to see. 
Right for the imperial doors, across the court. 
The kinsman of their Liege, Aculhua, shoot ; — 690 
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That Chief whose lips, erewhile, and horrid eyes, 

Had borne that message to Wawazin, now 

With wrath so haggard that all other lines, 

Malignant, cruel, cunning, loathed of all, 

Had vanished from his visage. Loud (as he 695 

Under the carven doorway disappear'd) 

Rose rumours from all comers of the court 

Of what his need might be. 

Among her gods. 
One God as mirror of her God of gods, 
Mexico worshipped. In his shrine He sat, 700 

Dusk, but with tenderer chisel touched and form'd 
Than any of her idols, as to bring 
Dreams of eternal youth — with golden chains 
Bound, with a robe of woven gold array' d, 
A shining shield (his mystic mirror) held 705 

Before him, and beside a jewelFd spear. 
— These the mysterious rites ordain'd for him : — 
Through all the Vale, among the fairest youth, 
The Flow'r of them all they sought : they disarrayed 
The Sacred Image of its golden robe, 710 

And robed the living members, bow'd the knee, 
Roird the rich incense round the lovely shape. 
Made float bewildering sounds of lute and pipe, 
With many many voices hymn'd his name. 
Their God incarnate ; — the great temple-doors 715 
Open'd, — the pomp, wild-headed, in all garbs. 
Came streaming from the court through all the land, 
And all the land along the sacred way 
Adored. Till each boon season of a year 
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Fruits for his lips, and for his flowing hair 720 

Its flowers, had borne him, and his last moon gleam'd, 

Abroad they led him, and all knees were bow'd. 

Then closed indeed the temple-doors, but closed 

As doors upon a darkling bower lit up 

With gleam of bridal lamps; four virgins, found 725 

The fairest in the Valley, were his brides : 

He tasted all the sweets that earth can give. — 

Deadly and brief are all the sweets of earth ! 

— Toward eve, when that last moon had wholly waned, 

Ere yet another moon could rise and shine, 730 

A golden pinnace by the temple-quay 

Was moor'd to take him, twice ten thousand boats 

Followed, while slowly for the point they made 

\Vhere rose, upon an isle, a league away. 

Lonely, a temple : up its tiers they wound : 735 

Midway the broad ascent, robe, gems, and lute — 

All that had charmed him — through the air he flung 

To perish, of imperishable bliss 

Heir, and of godhead ; he went naked up; 

The priest, the altar, and the plunging knife 740 

Ended the year's bright pageant 

Open search 
Among the fairest youth, while firm the king 
His sceptre grasp'd, no priest had dared to make, 
Or lead the mystic pomp about the. land : 
But one wild boy of his own will had fled 745 

From King and lords and palace, to the Priest 
And offer'd up his beauty. All the rites 
Before that closing of the temple-doors, 
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Though secret, were fulfiU'd. Now first in Heaven 
Brightened the crescent of his bridal moon. 750 

For him at eariy dawn an arm'd array 
Had swoop'd upon Tezcuco unawares, 
Had forced the pale Coana from her sire 
Aculhua. Bitter the robb'd father's rage ! 
— 'VVho tum'd aslant on him this evil bolt ? 755 

Who but the King ? To whom but to the King 
Erewhile — the King and his cursed minstrel boy — 
His child had he refused ? 

No pause he made, 
No parley : — ' King,' he gasp'd — ' what guilt of thine 
This bosom hath in keeping well thou know'st ; 760 
Reverse this foul revenge on slight affront. 
Or' ... . 

Eyes that in eye-sockets of a chief, 
Bom of the tribe least human in his realm. 
Had drawn its poor misworship, won all names 
Of Snake, Asp, Fiery Adder, Serpent-eye, — 765 

These were the King's ! * Whate'er thy threat,' he 

cried, 
' Small fear have I that it shall find effect. 
Thy blood so seething, and the plague so near. 
Recount in brief what this thy madness mars ; — 
Thou ravest in riddles.' With lips white for fear 770 
The Chief disclosed his wrong. ^Fool,' the King 

cried, — 
* Fool, whom dull folly blindeth now as erst 
Thy dull pride blinded. By my crown, my throne. 
Guiltless of whisper with this priest am I. 774 
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Yet thy tale moves me, though not thou nor thine : •- 
Who is the victim ? ' 

With swift hand he sent 776 
The speaking thunder of his gong afar, 
And slaves throng'd swiftly round: he bade them learn 
This name : they vanish'd on their quest : then one 
Returned — * My Liege — a minstrel — one Teulhille ! * 

* Thou fool ! perceive thy handiwork ! Depart ! ' 
This to the Chief : then to the slave, * Bid man 782 
My swift canoe beside the golden bridge. 
— From HelFs own flaming roar I snatch my bard ! ' 

But far away to such a wild of fire 785 

And passion pass'd his spirit, as in dreams 
When all the passive limbs are lock'd in sleep, 
That, left alone, he moved not from his post 
To leave his chamber not one step he tooL 
He sank down slowly where he stood and lay 790 
JFIung wide on cushions, with his lips repeating 
And pondering the message of the Priest, 
And weighing the disclosure of the Chief, 
Reiterating oft his own replies, 
Yea, and as if replies were yet to make, 795 

Reforging them, and barbing them and even 
Moulding anew the message and again 
O'er^vlielming scorn with scorn in fresh replies. 
His bitter scorn broke out in bitter laughs 
And words : — * A shadow first between the light 800 
And human gladness— whatsoever thoughts 

H 2 
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With death have mingled and all glooms of guilt .... 

Of Pest or Priest hath one recorded this ? 

As if to tear or rite or any pra/r 

The fiends that dwell with Fear quit haunt or hold, 

Nor track all steps that feet can find to tread 806 

In these low worlds with curses ! As if I, 

Among your first in madness, could not lie 

Bare in the blaze of noon upon the burnt 

Shoreflats and taunt the tortures of the sun 810 

With weakness, and fierce thirst with tame delays, 

And" deem each deed my human heart can prompt. 

Each member of this body that I bear. 

Too foul for mind to know nor reel insane, 

With base remembrance racked of flesh enjoy'd 

When seeds and pods were safer — but that me 816 

Far other lore than yours hath lifted up 

To His high regions, whom no sin can stain. 

Though no wrong'd wretch curse deeds that are not 

His! 
Ah God, from what deep Hell old, cold, and drear. 
In plucking from that bosom, from those arms, 821 
Her young young warmth, I pluck'd her ! ' 

As to send 
Swift sword and fiery smoke where'er he loathed 
With glaring eyes he rose, but, rising, felt 
A mute thought waiting for his ear this while, 825 
And heard it busy with the victim bard 
In Tenochtitlan, with the barque that lay 
Beside the golden bridge that spann'd the creek, 
Mann'd ready for his flight to snatch his bard 
Yea from the talons of the Priest himself. 830 
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BOOK V, 



Argument. 



Nezahualcoyoth crosses the lake and arrives at the Mexican 
temple — The end of Pilmanazin — The shrine described in which 
Teulhille is immured — The King and the Minstrel — Nezahual- 
coyoth in the streets of Mexico — The return to Tezcuco — Ex- 
haustion by the way ; and dream of the death of the Queen — 
The King hears of the murder of Quintalbor, and jdelds to the 
Sacrifice which is demanded of him. 

And men shaped true for speed as her keen bows 

Had manned the swift canoe. From shade and sound 

Emerging on the stillness of the wide 

World of pure light beyond the wooded creek, 

Straight as an arrow for the distant gleam 5 

Of tower'd Tenochtitlan o'er the deep, 

Flash'd with its fifty blades the imperial barque. 

Swift sped the streaming water from her side, 

Swift shot the pinnace through the breeze and swift 

Upstarted from the bosom of the Lake 10 

Quay, palace, rampart, giant temple. Up 

The fierce King leapt to land. * Base Hold,' he cried, 

* A priest of other worship far than thine 

Back to the light I bring 1 ' 

Four massive walls. 
With carven serpents curling o'er their face, — 1 5 
A sombre gate in each, tower-crown'd, rough hewn, — 
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Enzoned the giant temple. Far from here, 

Upon that penance. bound, — the wanderings 

Under the fiery skies the savage lash 

At every village gate — whereof the king 20 

Of Tenochtitlan had advised his Liege — 

The Priest — the sovran power that held in rule 

Whatever in these halls could stir with life — 

Azayacazin — roam'd. With mournful eyes 

And deprecation of his royal will, 25 

They met the King's demand to see his bard. 

No power in them, they said, to yield him leave, 

Orphan'd awhile of their great father. * Sir?,' 

He answered, * ere your master yestereve 

Left you, he did not leave you, as I think, 30 

A mandate to forbid me if I came. 

I think he spoke not of my coming, sirs. 

I brook no Nay ! ' 'Whom, searching, he divined 

Least learn'd in their traditions of defence 

He mark'd and bade him lead, nor spared to curl 

With scorn his lips to see the novice roll 36 

From priest to priest enquiring eyes, and these 

Peruse the pavement, eye the roof, the walls. 

'Where dwells the bard?' he cried. * Across the 
court' 
Made answer the pale novice ; ' but, my Liege, 40 
Noon welters ever there with fatal heat. 
A cooler cloister by another way 
Will lead us thither/ — * Cross the court I say ! ' 

So broad, so level, so translucent spread 

Digitized byCjOOglC 



BOOKV. THE KING'S SACRIFICE. 103 

I 

The pavement of the sanctuary-close 45 

That rising seem'd the temple evermore 

As from the centre of an eternal calm 

Settled in sacred waters. But on this. 

When down one long dimension of the fane 

They strode, and turn'd, such vision barr'd their way 

As sent its own stiff horror through their limbs, 5 1 

Its own dead silence on their lips imposed 1 

— His cassock in flat folds flung here and there, 

Huge members, colourless, extended each 

Where the grim death-strain push'd them forth, and 

out 55 

Upon the parching pavement blood and brain, 

Behold the very shape that dogg'd the steps. 

On Iztacchuatl, of the flying King, 

That swam the Lake that night, that bore his lord 

Azayacazin tidings of the flight, — 60 

That priest, that Pilmanazin ! — ^When they spoke, 

* O friend,' the monarch questioned, * what is this ? ' 

* My Liege,' the priest replied, ' I read it all I 
Know that, a moment ere thy presence here, 
Came tidings of two children of our Chief 65 
Dead. Their great sire, Azayacazin, once, 
Willing this poor true monster should possess 

The prominence he craved — or self-imposed 

Maybe the duty was — howe'er it be, 

This Being deem'd those murder'd men — for slain 

At Chalco in a tumult (all the land 70 

Is breaking into tumult) have they fallen— 

His own peculiar care. Their sudden loss 

On his own guiltless head hath he revenged' 
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And by that head well-nigh the dizzy King 75 

His own laid down upon the fiery stone 
In blind and senseless trance : one hand he drew 
Athwart his burning brow, the other dropp'd 
Hard on the shoulder of his guide and thrust 
With eager gesture onward. 

A wide hall 80 

Coof as with air ne'er lower than the snows 
That touch with purest peaks the crystal height 
Of Heaven, from earth's hot blaze received the twain ; 
AVherefrom ascending marble stairs and treading 
Galleries and vaulted lobbies and lit bays, 85 

They reach'd the central chamber that enshrined 
The mortal God, the sacred bard. A large, 
A wondrous chamber. No one mind had planned 
Its structure, but whatever by the power 
Of pray'r, aspiring faith, or passions trodden, 90 

Or visitations of a world renounced. 
The votaries of the Deity had seen. 
Had limn'd or carven, beaten in gold or wrought 
In plumes, with subtle hands or weirdly rude, 
Hither were brought and builded in its walls. 95 

Here such gloom brooded as for noonday dream 
Unclouds the clear indwelling eye : but this 
Oped on a spacious bower, a tender vision 
Of forest beauty by the halo ht 
Of an eternal noontide, ceil'd above 100 

With soft panes of translucent alabaster. 
Whereunder flashed from waving spray to spray 
And flower to flower innumerous plumery starr'd 
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With living gems, and a fresh fountain play'd. 104 
How the birds loved their luminous home and sang ! 

Gems in his deep hair flaming, round his arm 
The golden armlet gleaming — naked else 
And beautiful as issued but an hour 
From some celestial throes, lay lapp'd in dreams, 
Lay lapp'd in dreams upon a broider'd couch, no 
The minstrel-god. Heaven's visible repose 
O'er hallow'd toil to perfect beauty brought, 
(Or that which seem'd it,) to the King's hot haste 
Gave pause, and gentler than he thought to call 
He call'd 'Teulhille !' *Ha, the King 1' cried he. 115 
* Teulhille — hush ! thou know'st me — that is well — 
Yet hush ! but one brief moment God allows. 
An unforced victim art thou here indeed ? 
If not, then up ! — for he that holds thee braves 
Nezahualcoyoth i But if thou thyself 120 

In Love's imperious daring hast dared this, 
Know that whom once I could not win tliee, now 
I promise— rthy Coana — ^and bestow 
A signory so great that ' . . . 

On his lips 
Perish'd the promise : — ^where was that for which 125 
He hoped — the starting of his minstrel up. 
With feet and hands and eyes and throbbing brows 
All fire and rapture and assent ? the still 
Recumbent limbs, the placid lineaments. 
Amazed, appall'd him ; as he paused a smile 130 

Disclosed the bard's white teeth, his dark eyes rolFd, 



Digitized byCjOOglC 



io6 THE KING'S SACRIFICE, book v. 

Near to the startled King he leaned his lips : 

* Ah, gentle King/ he said, ' if thou thyself 
Hadst eyes, as I, to see the secret bliss 

That crown, name, fame, thought, life, conceal from 
thee! 135 

Now may the blessed Gods respond to these 
And all thy cares for me, however vain 
I deem them, — curses rather, holding me 
From godhead — such man's goodness base and blind — 
Respond to all thy cares and give thee light ! ' 140 
He sipp*d a bowl of luscious mead, and then, 

* Dowefd,' he went on, * is my fair Love, O King, 
Coana with such beauty as reveals 

That mortal man, for all his seeming speech, 

Bears on his lips the very curse that binds 145 

Dumb nature — worship of the tongueless heart 

I yield her beauty that no tongue can tell. 

Ah, God, if soul and face were here at one ! 

Cold — treacherous — cruel .... O my Liege, the bird 

She fondles I could fear for when she smiles ! — 150 

— If signory or new supremacy 

Could win her to yield me what these would win 

For any, could worse curse befall my life ? 

Yea, one — to know that marvellous body made 

The body of a body bone of bone 155 

And flesh of thrilling flesh that is not mine ! 

Behold me free from either curse, O King ! 

I, not another, make her mine this day, 

Nor yet, in winning what I win, lose all. 

No passive hand shall rest its palm on mine, 160 

No passionless indifierence shall bestow 
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Gifts that It recks not of nor who may win. 

Such wasteful vigils of keen love and hope 

No pale bride yearning for the marriage mom 

Hath ere consumed as she of hate and fear. 165 

O'er flesh soul-fraught as this imagine thou, 

O King, the sovran sway of Love divine ! 

Ah, Sweet, Sweet, Sweet, how little dost thou dream 

What blessed issue shall be bom of us — 

Thyself! Ah, spirit in all evil sunk, 170 

But seal'd mine own from this night forth for ever, 

How shalt thou learn to know thyself at last. 

With what insatiate love pursue my steps 

Hereafter in the sunny ways of Heaven 1 ' 

*• Foulest of all foul CJods,' the fiery King 175 

Retorted, * find thine own Hell as thou wilt I 
Methinks these hands of mine could find thee way ! 
Go, go ! ' He grasp'd the mace : but wheeling round. 
Turned all his back upon the bard, and forth 
Swept from the chamber ; — its wild imagery 180 

Put forth such glow of triumph as inflames 
A dark and smouldering mass of molten ore 
If one sweep swiftly by it : swiftly down 
The marble stairs and o'er the court he pass'd. 
And through the massy portal. Can there be 185 
Wonder that, blind with ineffectual wrath. 
Deep in the maze of Tenochtitlan, far 
From where his barque was moor'd, he wander'd off". 
Now this way striking, but, oblivious, 
Ere fifty paces, of his own design, 190 

Now striking swiftly for another goal ? 
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Bewilder'd, pausing, at the sun he gazed — 

So pausing heard, and with a horror heard 

That jarr'd as frozen air his clenching teeth, 

A shriek of women : along all the walls 195 

It rang ; and past him phrenzied women rushed. 

Too phrenzied to perceive him, pouring in, 

As bees at evening hiveward, for the street 

Whence first the cry ; but as a beaten host 

Back the shrill people and athwart his way 200 

Came driven ; where three from out the frantic march 

WhirVd — their old features in a moment's doubt 

Whether to yell as all their sisters yell'd. 

Or yell against them for their strength and crush, — 

Settled beside him : but the tallest flung 205 

Back from her eyes her grizzled mane and toss'd 

Toward the crowd her arms, and * Go,^ she shrieked, 

* Go curse them, curse them from the temple-stairs, 

Go, curse with widowed lips, and in the name 

Of all the dead! Go, utter to the Gods 210 

Our bitter hate of both and all their joys I 

They pay no tribute to the dreadful Gods ! — 

Not ours, ye Gods, the joy, but triple pain ! — 

Abhor we not their pleasures ? Spare us, Gods ! 214 

Smite with your plague, and from his bed tear out 

His queen Azalzokinzin !' Then the two 

Yeird with her — 'Smite her, smite the queen with 

plague ! 
Back to Wawazin, him that sends the pest. 
Give her, and snatch her from the bed they love ! ' 

As back in very deed from where the dead 221 
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Begin with deadly horror first to see 

Their firightful fellow-shadows shoot and flit 

And whirl about them where no footing is, 

From these and the wild madness of their eyes 225 

That saw not in the body whom they cursed, 

He drew, confoimded. * Thoughts and thoughts and 

thoughts ! 
Of mighty thoughts no lack ! Bid such,' he cried, 
* To shatter in their rage the bonds that bind 
Mountain with mountain, in proud ire disclose 230 
The glare and roar of Hell below, upheave 
High to the stars the ponderous Lake, pour down. 
The foaming waters from ten thousand crags. 
And these that from all quarters throng my soul 
Methinks might do it 1 But of wisdom where 235 
One single sovran sentence ? ' 

On the quay 
Emerging, in close bands together group'd, 
His followers he found, with straining eye 
And pointed finger gazing o'er the Lake 
Toward home : for inland, past the capital, 240 

Bright vapours shot up as from springs that boil. 
But coursing thence toward the mountain slopes 
Through writhing woods, or toward the coast that 

flash'd 
In sheets of foam where'er they came, reveal'd 
Mad whirlwinds loose upon the sandy wilds. 245 

O'erwhelm'd with darkness were the northern 

Heavens ; 
And low through league on league of falling rain 
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Mutter'd the thunder from his mountains ; swift 
They loosed from where they moor'd, but scarcely 

clear'd 
The wharf ere down with a wild wail — a shriek — 250 
Drove the slant tempest on their drooping heads. 
Strong yet through disowning waters beat the barque. 
Athwart her plunging prow — (some league or more 
Puird over) — through' the darkness loomed a shade — 
Lone fane at whose far-foaming island-base 255 

Teulhille shall be landed, ere he mount 
Its misty ridges, and ascending, drop 
His robes, and gems, and pipe, and lute, and flowers, 
And naked stand before its altar stone. 
A line of vultures shivered near the base. 260 

One groan of bitter rage the monarch gave, 
Of rage, of grief : but bleaker the wind blew, 
And chiller through his raiment the rain pierced. 
Chiller on the deadly chill of grief and fast 265 

And long night-watch ; and stunn'd he sank, nor knew 
Whether his pinnace bore him homeward yet. 
Or bore him downward through the whelming deep. 
Or these were dreams, and on a lawn he lay 
Flower-crown'd with lute among his early loves, 270 
Lulling yet more envenoming regret 
For all earth's bliss men will not seize, with song 
Of flowers that fade, of spring that passeth, birds 
That pipe no more among their leafless bowers. 

Under a low dark arch — (a beacon fire 275 

Flared in the front) — the palace water-gate — 
They steered. The night had falFn. With lifted lights 



y Google 



BOOKV. THE KING'S SACRIFICE, m 

Grave men tlirong'd down as up the sounding stairs 
Sweird the dark wave and the dark hollow doubled 
Echoes of oars. Down to the King they throng'd: — 
The voices in the cavern and the lights 281 

Awoke him, but so helpless and amazed 
Round him he looked that up the vaulted stairs 
They bore him on a litter. Suddenly, 
Erect, and shouting with a voice of thunder, 285 

* Where,' he demanded, * is the Queen ? ' * My Liege,' 
Old Holan answer'd — * on her couch ! Myself 
Urged her to seek it and to pray for sleep/ 

* Go,' he said, ' bring her hither ! ' 

On those dreams 
Blackness enormous — on those sunny dreams — 290 
Had fall'n : — that in no dream — (ah, would to God 
A dream it were) — his queen lay dead he dream'd. 
The first dread night upon his widow'd halls 
Had closed : all sorrow save his own despair 
Slept : alone — garb'd in his imperial robes — 295 
He stood : — why crown and robe at such an hour ? 
' O God,' he seem'd to cry, * O sovran God, 
Whose diadem I wear, whose sceptre sway, 
(Thy King, yea God of all the souls Thou gavest), 
Can fear be lest my firown's might prove immured 300 
In mortal limits, beyond earthly bounds 
Undreaded ? Better to have crown'd a stone ! 
No, no, by golden sceptre, golden crown — 
O by the envy, by the hate, by all 
The hideous blains that blazed your weakness forth, 
Foul souls, thou chief Azayacazin ' — (long 306 
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Ere this new death like solemn pomp had borne 

Azayacazin to the funeral fires) — 

* Thou chief, dark Priest, but all ye foul souls — whether 

Our air yet bear the sound of words to you, 310 

Or at the mere mute stirring of the deep 

That gives my thoughts their birth ye burn and writhe, 

Hear me ! — ^Although for every mortal sense 

A million of immortal serve you now, 314 

Think not to touch with utmost thought his doom 

Who dares to taint her path with his approach — 

Dares with one evil whisper wound her ear ! 

— Beloved — O Love — ^what hast thou to do 

With voices breathed from other lips than mine ? 

The blessed voices up thy starry way — 320 

Hear them ! But one thing, O I charge thee, one 

Keep guarded with closed ears till I shall come — 

My name ! Thou mine as I guard thine for ever ! 

None shall dare murmur in mine ears thy name ! * 

Nor now, though fled that vision, did it seem 325 
That grief like this wherewith his heart bled yet 
Could be for one yet his. From the low couch. 
Whereto his chiefs had borne him, on the still 
Curtain of entry keenest watch he kept. 
The one still entry where she needs must come, 330 
Where — in toward his bosom wildly drawn — 
She came ! She flung her in his arms, she wept 
Aloud, but he perceiving as he press'd 
Through furs flung round her in her careless haste 
That same sweet body which was lost, could feel 335 
No pain, nor parted with divine content 
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Though still she sobbed : — the piercing gaze it was 
Of Holan and his fellows' heavy brows 
That stirr'd the fountain of alarm anew. 

* O sirs,' he said, • amazed ye sit and mute, 340 
My Queen is here, I hold her in my arms, 

But some new shadow falls I know not of; 

Speak I ' And, they breathing ere they spoke, — * So I,' 

He shouted, stung wtth fever, * I, forsooth, 

Must needs be taught quick guessing like a boy, 345 

And spot this one of all the ills that sap 

My state ! But speak, sirs ! — Stay, sirs, — ^tell me, 

tell me 
What of my son Quintalbor ? ' 

Grim the tale 
They told him : — how no sooner, in the mom, 
Those twain had seen him leave them than the King 
Of Mexico had posted his compeer 350 

Before his summoned council, and made known 
The imperial judgment as it touch'd the Prince 
Quintalbor, and demanding it, received 
Full witness of this palace charged with arms. 

* Alas, what sentence short of death ? ' he asks ; 

But never, save his own eyes yield consent, 356 

Doom can the King of Tlacopan pronounce. 
So these not lacking pretext — (aim to see 
The palace and new gardens of the Prince) 
Had taken boat, — whose swift approach the youth 
Espied, and met them on the palace stair. 361 

Princelike he led them through his princely halls : 
But one choice chamber to the last his love 
I 
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Reserved ; he craved their judgment on its walls. 

Decked as they were with no fair broidery 365 

But— fitter feast for warriors' eyes he thought — 

Trophies of arms ! And a full burst of praise 

Broke from the Mexican, but Tlacopan 

Stared white and frozen at their blades and points. 

Wherefrom as, flush'd with friendly cheer, they tum'd. 

Some wily chief let fall a wreath of flowers 371 

About the Prince's throat, who, smiling down 

At first, and dwelling on their cool touch, looked 

Up, with a fatal movement, for reply 

To the smooth donor : and but look'd when down 375 

(Such practised fingers plucked the noose behind) 

He dropp'd a throttled corpse ! They bore it thence, 

They set it in the vacant judgment-hall. 

There to keep ghastly state throned, sceptred, crown'd. 

Till wandering vassal chief or punctual slave 380 

Molest its reign. Themselves stole unobserved 

Down to the Lake and loosed the craft and fled. 

* Fled back down thither,' echoed hoarse the King, 
Upon his own wan lips no bloom of life, 
* Down where no eye shall peer, no hand shall search 
Ever to find them more ! Hear nevermore 386 

The joyous challenge from my lips, O tribes, 
But warning cries with coming evil hoarse, 
In him foreshadow'd who delivefd none 
Save self and kindred in his sacred ark, 390 

All others in huge seas of whelming wrath 
Lost as our damn'd shall be ! O son, O prince. . . . ' 
— With straining eyes in voiceless agony 
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Back into arms held open for support 

He sank — Aculhua's. Then to some that stood 395 

Girt ready for the task Aculhua said, 

* Speed to the Arch-priest without delay, and yield 
Permission from the King to slay and feast ! 

My Liege, we waited but thine own return 

To issue this/ Then, lower, to his liege : 400 

* Enough of woe, enough of loss ! preserve 

What still remains thine own ! ' Lower yet, * If well 

It were, O King, for thee and thine that, balk'd 

Of human blood, for human sin they snuff. 

Judge thou ! ' — Despite the order of the Chief 405 

They that should carry it dela/d. Toward the King 

For signal of refusal or assent 

They looked. His eyes flashed fire, but never gave 

Sign of refusal. Through the night they sped. 



y Google 



Ii6 THE KING'S SACRIFICE, conclusion. 



CONCLUSION. 

So closed this dark encounter. Years elapsed 
Ere the great emperor with his fathers slept. 
Not barren were these spousals to the end. 
True heir as issue of this tragic love 
Was he who sat upon the vacant throne, 5 

Nezahualpilli, but another part 
Play'd in his tragic love than play'd'his sire : — 
Murderess and harlot of a hundred proved 
His consort, — thousands perished for her crime ! 
For lawless love his broken heart condemned 10 

His heir and hope ! inexorably just 
Write him for ever ! But nor thousands slain 
For justice, nor ten thousands at the shrines 
Of those grim Gods his father flouted, brought 
Peace or postponement of the woes he feafd. 15 

He saw Heav'n flame with nightly fires and knew 
His ruin near, and let his empire drift. 
Saddening to an early death : — a hundred slaves 
Bled for the comfort of his gloomy soul. 
Snatch'd as it were from his own dying hand 20 

And chiefs, enamour'd of ignoble ease 
Found in their Nezahualcoyoth's noble halls. 
The imperial sceptre from Tezcuco passed 
To the priest-prince of their ancestral foes 
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Mexican Montezuma, prompt to share 25 

His triumph with whatever in his Heavens 
Were set on blood. The darkness of those days 
Shadows the faces of to-day. Hearts fail'd 
For fear and looking for the sword to come : — 
For that terrific blade already forged 30 

Beyond the dim blue veil the dome of Heaven 
Drops on the western waves. 

The Spaniard loved 
His naked sierras, and to mimic those 
Plucked these gaunt giants of their woods and drove 
The bounteous rain to where the need of earth 35 
Prays, in her forests, for a heavenly boon. 
Whence all this wilderness. The stately trees, 
Cedar and cypress, fern, banana, palm, 
Are long since dust and ashes \ and where once 
Nezahualcoyoth watch*d their wonders, walk'd 40 
Their avenues, and (sheltered by their shade) 
Saw gleam his fountains and his palace, we 
Rest on a broken slope of nameless mounds. 
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NOTE. 

The name and character of Nezahualcoyoth cannot have 
been wholly forgotten by any reader of the brilliant chapter in 
Prescott's * Mexico * on * The Golden Age of Tezcuco and its 
accomplished Princes.' But lest the transcendental touches 
employed in the poem should be regarded as anachronisms, I 
transcribe the following from the French translation, by M. 
Temaux Compans, of a passage from one of the Emperor's odes 
preserved by his descendant and historian Iztlitxochitl. * Aspi- 
rons, invincibles princes, aspirons an ciel ; car U tout est etemel, 
rien ne se corrompt. L'horreur du tombeau est un berceau 
flatteur pour le soleil, et les ombres fim^bres sont de brillantes 
lumi^res pour les astres. Personne n'a le pouvoir de changer 
ces celestes peintures ; car, de meme qu'elles servent immolate - 
ment ^ I'immense majeste de I'Anteur, elles sont cause que nos 
yeux voient aujourd'hui ce qu'ont vu nos predecesseurs et ce que 
verront nos descendants.' 

The Council of Music, incidentally referred to in the poem, 
is so important as throwing light on the mind of its author, that 
Prescott's account of it, which reads far more like a passage 
from Wilhelm Meister than a record from the annals of bar- 
arism, is here given in full. < Lastly there was an extraordinary 
tribunal called the Council of Music, but which, differing from 
the import of its name, was devoted to the encouragement of 
science and art. Works on astronomy, chronology, history, or 
any other science, were required to be submitted to its judgment 
before they could be made public. This censorial power was of 
some moment, at least with regard to the historical department, 
where the wilful perversion of truth was made a capital offence. 
.... This body, which was drawn from the best-instructed 
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persons in the kingdom, with little regard to rank, had super- 
vision of all the productions of art and of the nicer fabrics. It 
decided on the qualifications of the professors of the various 
branches of science, on the fidelity of their instructions to their 
pupils, the deficiency of which was severely punished, and it 
instituted examinations of these latter. In short, it was a general 
board of education for the country. On stated days, historical 
compositions and poems treating of moral and traditional topics 
were recited before it by the authors. Seats were provided for 
the three crowned heads of the empire, who deliberated with 
the other members on the respective merits of the pieces, and 
distributed prizes of value to the successful competitors.' 

The name ' Nezahualcoyoth,' to the significance of which 
allnsion is made in Book IV. at line 537, means * Fasting 
Coyoth,' the coyoth being the wolf or fox of Mexico. The 
Deluge and the one rescued family, which are referred to at 
the dose of Book V. were as prominent in Aztdc belief as in 
our own. Of other allusions that may seem too scriptural, or 
even ecclesiastical, it will be enough to say that they are amply 
warranted by my authorities. 
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THE BROTHERS. 

A LEGEND OF THE RHINE. 



Of visions ever, to the dreaming eye 

Of one who hears immortal music, shown,— 

Shapes of a world that yearning passions try 
And pathos and rapt thought to make their own, 

Where wing'd hearts tremble in pure ecstasy, 

Or, brooding, ache, transpierced with dulcet tone, — 

Ah when were any, O thou lovely Rhine, 

Like thine for beauty and for soul like thine? 

II 

Nor yet of these shall one rise anywhere 
Informed with power of nobler strain than those 

Twin towers that, mouldering in thy mountain air, 
Where dark and deep thy ceaseless current flows, 

The hallowed title of their kinship bear — 

The Brothers. From one crag rough Stemfels grows. 

And— once joint heritage of a noble line — 

Up from a counter cliff starts Liebenstein. 
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III 

The might that baffled storm and leaguer erst 
Long fled, they stand, by blast and surging cloud 

Stormed — carried; — O but of keen might to burst 
What folds of darkness the dull soul enshroud, 

Keen, keen to rouse the never-sated thirst, 
The pain of life new-bom yet disallowed 

Till freed through song : — ah joy if this my tongue 

May set ^their story to melodious song ! 

IV 

Their legend yet unshaped, among these walls. 
These frowning walls, three little children pla/d, 

Startling for ever with shrill cries and calls 
The summer silence of each garden glade, 

The deep noon slumber of the basking halls ; — 
Two sunny boys, one winning little maid — 

Lenore ; — the boys were brothers, cousins they — 

Warbeck and Otho — to the little fay. 



And not regardless of his sacred share 

In love that down from viewless regions bent 

Toward these bright prattlers with unsleeping care, 
His tenderest watch the stately Baron lent 

The mother of his boys and that pure pair. 
To whose desire the babe Lenore was sent 

Only to meet their eyes ere they must part, 

Had left them all to his paternal heart 
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VI 
And times there were — such looks would often break 

From those young eyes — when hardly could he ween 
Which world it was that could at once awake 

Pangs in his heart so poignant, so serene, 
While ever with firm toil he strove to make 

And mould his Three by lives himself had seen 
So brave, so true, so beautiful, so good, 
Till, childhood gone, in flower of youth they stood — 

VII 

Stood in the radiant glow of mom and youth, 
With eyes that, waking in the light divine 

Which streams before young brows from holy Truth, 
Beheld it touch these slopes that bear the vine, 

These mountains — castles — ^mirror'd in the smooth 
Swift stream, and felt it gild the flowing Rhine, 

Nor reck'd what presage might perchance be flung 

From those two shadowy towers that o'er them hung. 

VIII 

Through Earth from Heaven had peal'd upon those 
days 

A voice — Bernard's : ' Shall He who hung,* it said, 
'For you erewhile before the felon gaze 

Of countless traitors and unholpen bled, 
Even now behold — (ah shame ! ) — those halloVd ways 

Which erst He trod polluted by the tread 
Of foemen foul as they which wrought His harms ? 
—What mean your names, your honours, and your 
arms?' 
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IX 

And over helm and shield and sword and steed 
Light broke, and down the river every tower. 

From binding spell of rocky silence freed, 
Rang with clear echoes of the dawning hour, 

And they of manhood's immemorial seed 
The glory were and predetermined flower. 

Whose eyes beheld these days, whose living hands 

Were here to bring to birth such high commands. 



Who dream'd of pausing ? Never Warbeck ! — Nay, 
A glory gleam'd already o'er his brow, 

Already his young soul was on its way, 
His grave eye lit with lustre from its vow ; 

The solemn angels of the coming day 
Were felt to be around him even now. 

And O how sweet Lenore would sit and hear 

His tales of glory with insatiate ear ! 

XI 

And yet not his the sovran voice that had 
Power, at a breath, her trembling soul to bring 

By thrills of quick submission to the glad 

Last pulse that shivers in low droop of wing ; — 

Nor his the eyes that, overcast or sad. 
Could cloud for her the fairest Heaven of Spring, 

Too oft obscured, for Otho had not known 

Yet that such eyes — so potent — ^were his own. 



y Google 



THE BROTHERS, 125 

XII 

By Warbeck's side, to hear his voice narrate 
His wondrous hopes, one eve, as she reclined, 

In broke upon them, with dark brows irate, 
His brother. To the roaming of her mind 

Afar from him and his adventurous fate. 
Say was the rapt heroic Warbeck blind 

That still his tale held on of swords, and shields, 

And steeds, and lances, in far Eastern fields ? 

XIII 

But Otho marked it well — his angry glance 
Bewildered grew before her sudden start, 

Her blush no wrath gave birth to, at the chance 
That brought him in her presence, and his heart 

Beat till his brain sank stunn'd with dizzy trance. 
Swift, without sign or sound, he drew apart. 

Strode in one moment to his father's side. 

And bluntly claimed his cousin for his bride. 

xiv 

With pale and rigid lips the father heard. — 
Stung with such silence the fierce son began 

To mutter loud that such a plea preferred 
By Warbeck had not met his father's ban — 

That he had urged his passion undeterred 
By gaze so piercing as himself overran — 

But soon in silent awe his murmurs died, 

When paler yet his father he descried. 
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XV 

' Of these thy mutterings not one breath, sir, more ! ' 
Made answer his stem sire, ' but tell me this. . . . 

Thou speak'st of Warbeck .... Warbeck and 
Lenore .... 
Thou speak'st of thy heart .... Know'st thou aught 
of his ? 

No ? Of thy passion has one word, before 
Being reveaFd to me as now it is, 

To her been breathed ? Again No ? Then return 

When I shall summon, and mine answer learn.' 

XVI 

But whatsoever trouble then had stirr'd, 
Whatever fears about his heart would twine, 

So soon as, by soft touch of tender word 
On beautiful Lenore, he might divine 

To whose entreating lips not unaverr'd 

She would have left her love, without a sign 

Of wrath he summoned Otho to declare 

That yielded he might hold his sudden prayY. 

XVII 

Smiling he added, * And if jealous I 

Seem'd in my care of thy Lenore, then thou 

The last of all against my care shouldst cry ! ' — 
Whereat the young Knight hung his heavy brow, 

His burning forehead — could raise no reply. 

Save that he grasped his father's hand. * But now,' 

The father said — (death-white again he fell), 

* Come, bid thy brother, ere ye part, farewell ! ' 
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XVIII 
In arms before the portal Warbeck stood 

How heart to heart hung bound that sire and son ! 
His brother's hand he grasp'd, and every good 

Went with his frank blue eye and eager tone. 
With what a wistful gaze his father view'd 

His clear, and young, and holy brow, whereon 
No earth cloud rested, as he kiss'd Lenore's 
Tear-streaming cheek, and vaulted on his horse ! 

XIX 

To war he pass'd : those others to the strange 

Sweet deeps wherein young Love was born to roam, 

Sweet heights whereon young Love was born to range, 
Sweet sense of hearts at rest in blissful home, 

Sweet hopes of hours surcharged with blissful 
change ! — 
Barred were they only by one word of doom, — 

That till one year along their path had shed 

Its fourfold store of gifts, they should not wed. 

XX 

But ere three moons had waned such high renown 
Sent the bright name of Warbeck through the world. 

That deeper grew dark Olho's bushy frown. 
And oft his lips in sullen silence curl'd. 

And oft with freaks of mirth he strove to drown 
Tormenting swarms of thought whose stings had 
whirrd 

His maddened spirit from all ways that spoke 

Of love and home, till forth his passion broke. — 
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XXI 

*Sire, is it meet — O father, is it fit, 
That here, while over my degraded head 

The swift irrevocable seasons flit, 

I, like a pale monk moping with his dead 

Till death overtake him, should inglorious sit, 
Though glorious beams o'er all the East have spread? 

Lest true life-breath be never breathed by me, 

Let me go hither,' supplicated he. 

XXII 

His father heard in silence. Then he said, 

* If now those words that I perchance might say, 

Within thy heart have murmur'd not and led 
Thy soul, unprompted, to one steadfast Nay, 

Most vain they were : my very thought unsaid 
Shall bid thee not thy purpose to delay : 

Such words or thoughts but wrong themselves and one 

Who is their theme. Have thou thy will, my son/ 

XXIII 

In purest pallor on their parting mom 
She stood — no word, no tear, to break his will : 

Twas Otho's spirit that was chafed and torn, 

Confused and blind with inward throe and thrill ; 

Fires from his lips upon her brows were borne. 
Fire in his eager fingers round her chill 

Hand closed : he clasp'd her in his arms : no word 

His striving lips could utter : forth he spurred. 
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XXIV 

To charm the tender maiden left his care 

\Vell knew the wise old sire a thousand things ; 

With swift and certain step must mount his stair 
Whatever rumour through the great world rings ; 

Wont as he was the bosom hopes to share 
And inmost fears of nobles and of kings, 

And note with keenest eye whatever befell, 

No lack had he of moving tales to tell, 

XXV 

Wherewith he ever strove her heart to wean 
From union with the stillness of the place, 

While all his ear from Eastern climes could glean 
All for Lenore was gamer'd. Clearer rays 

Of glory over Warbeck flung their sheen 

Wherever wandering minstrel sang the praise 

Of God's great host at war ; but save the same 

One dismal answer when they breathed his name — 

XXVI 

That still in the great city lingered he— 

That brilliant he among the brightest beam'd — 

No fame it seem'd of Otho could there be, 
And evil were the dreams his father dreamed : 

Yet one sign, sweet Lenore, could thine eyes see 
Of those deep woes wherewith that spirit teem'd ? 

Could love that yearns for thee beyond the tomb 

Hither on tenderer task have ever come ? 
R 
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XXVII 

Radiant with tidings on one happy noon 
He came — the mighty foes a truce had sign'd — 

And here — at home — his home — ^shall Warbeck 
soon .... 
(Can eager Otho linger far behind?) .... 

Gladden — it may be ere another moon — 
His father's eyes, and peaceful glory find ! — 

Ere here, alas, re-echoed Warbeck's tread 

Those longing eyes were mingled with the dead ! 

XXVIII 

And left was sweet Lenore to lonely grief, 
And fear, and vain expectance of the sound 

Of voices dumb as touching least relief 

Brought for the binding of her open wound. 

Yet ever — (save some sleep brought solace brief) — 
Ever in her ears ! — Ah me, the dismal round 

Of hom^ till voices — O till one voice break 

The silence in whose hold things stand and ache ! 

XXIX 

A voice that how shall Warbeck bring, Lenore, 
Who came alone ? — but though alone he came, 

That Otho linger'd but a little more 

He told her and — she lived ! But what was fame 

To solitary Warbeck ? Yet he bore 
The burden as the honour of his name, 

Lived of high Liebenstem the noble heir, 

And on its orphan set his tenderest care. 
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XXX 

The language that her beautiful desire 

Had made her young heart's need, through him alone 
Could meet her spirit with its touch of fire : — 

And free, by right of love confessed, to own 
Her longings and all solace to require, 

With open forehead, all reluctance flown, 
To him she came and came, and on his tongue 
Whole noons and eves in placid rapture hung. 

XXXI 

Of Otho — ^yes — ^whatever faintest word 

Rumoiu: had brought of Otho would she hear — 

But sweetly her lone passion would be stirr'd, 
And happy dreams in her dropped eyes appear, 

Whatever of Eastern wanderings she heard 
Of glittering city or of desert drear — 

For still she saw, whatever befell them, move 

Through all the radiant image of her Love. 

XXXII 

Nor faird — (however grief might often swell 
His heart at thought of Otho's scant return 

To one who loved so truly and so well, — 
However secret fear might spring and burn 

From circling rumours that he dared not tell) — 
The gentle Warbeck where he felt her yearn 

Thither to follow and for hours repeat 

His sunny tale, she sitting at his feet 
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XXXIII 

Till; caird — alone— in secret — to meet one 
From those imperial lands but newly come, 

He felt flash'd on him as from mirror'd sun 
Whose beams strike blind dazed eyes they would 
illume — 

That Otho's traitor heart had woo'd and won — 
That Otho even now was leading home 

A bride whose beauty, but in phrase or tale 

Just breathed, would turn all sons of passion pale ! 

xxxrv 

He heard. His locks flung back, his fierce eye flash'd, 
He strode in passionate silence to and fro, 

To every deed of chainless phrenzy lash'd ; 
But strong he turn'd upon his bosom foe. 

And calm from strife he stood. A tear he dash'd 
Away. Himself he mastered and his woe. 

But how unfold the secret that he bore. 

Ere common fame should blurt it, to Lenore ? 

XXXV 

He nerved his heart to speak : before he spoke, 
Beside her sitting, on her hand he seized ; 

Abruptly from his tongue the tidings broke, 
Still as he spoke his burning ire increased ; 

All shame and evil his hoarse lips invoke 
Against the traitor — ' Worthier he to feast,' 

He crieS; * all foul things that on glory slain 

Feed, than to bring Lenore one passing pain ! ' 
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XXXVI 
She snatched her hand from his : the ardent blue 

Of an accusing Heaven was in her eyes : 
A moment, and she vanished from his view, 

And stunn'd he sat : * What ? what ? ' a dread 
surmise 
Flash'd up demanding, * what if me untrue, 

A tempter even, she deems ? ' and * Fool,' he cries, 
* Not to have known that this must needs be so ! * 
— And scarce the strong man bears so fierce a woe ! 

XXXVII 

— Rippling before them, streaming far behind, 
The fame and glory of their pride and grace. 

The clarion blown, the banner in the wind, 
All eyes upon his bearing and her face. 

Where'er, with train of countless knights, they wind 
From land to land, from dazzled place to place. 

Home to her towering Stemfels slowly ride 

The proud Crusader Otho and his bride. 

XXXVIII 

Fiird with their coming, ere they come, are all 
Grey Stemfels' towers and halls. A nearing light. 

Through the rich Rhine's warm shadows, clear and tall, 
The flower-hung mast that brings them shimmers 
bright ; 

Horns blare, and banners wave, and echoes call ; 
On sunny land the sunny host alight, 

And climb the steep that from the mystic Rhine 

L.eads up to Stemfels and to Liebenstein. 
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XXXIX 

And in the dewy morning, every day, 

Bright gallants and fair dames, with hawk and 
hound, 
With bells and tramp of steeds and laughter gay, 

Make rock and wood with sharp delight resound, 
And ever as the moon, with virgin ray, 

Or Hesper, bring sweet hours of Even round, 
Till new dawn glimmers in the silver east, 
All Stemfels flames and roars with sport and feast 

XL 

To meet Lenore beneath a light so keen 
As o'er them both had sent its fiery glare 

Deep had the dread of stricken Warbeck been ; 
But now to deem her — alone — he knew not where — 

By these bold pageants that his eyes had seen 
Outfaced, a death-wound nursing, he could bear 

No more : — an ancient dame he bade reveal 

What secret bowers her lady's grief conceal. 

XLI 

* 111 has it been,' the trembling dame replied, 
' To see thee as I have and bear at heart 

The thing. Sir Warbeck, that she bade me hide. 
Till at thy wish my tale I must impart : — 

God grant her there what here base men denied I — 
Couldst thou, could she, have borne to meet and 
part? — 

O Sir, she went three days since. Even now 

Bemhofen's walls have heard her maiden vow ! ' 
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XLII 

* What I could not or what I could have borne 

What matters ? ' Warbeck answered cold and calm \ 

* She to the refuge where for souls forlorn 

The far white faithful convent offers balm, 
Hath fled : — good dame, this riot that hath torn 

Our hearts, to that far home of pray'r and psalm 
Could not have pierced : unwounded her pure side : 
God grant her there what here base man denied ! ' 

XLIII 

Perplex'd that ancient menial brave and true 
Perused him : why that mien so wondrous still ? 

She left. On high his nervous arms he threw ; 
Fierce in the presence of enormous ill 

He stood : — Not more when tempests thunder through 
These castled mountains are huge clpud and hill 

Mix'd in a mutual rage, a common war, 

Than this high head and all it wars with are ! 

XLIV 

* What might have been ' — ^he cried — * O, whether she 
To my strong pra/r could ever have giVn ear, 

Whether of my heart the one eternal plea 

Would e'er have found tliat voice which ear can 
hear. 

Lies dark for ever now 1 — But if to be 

Pure, whole, one lifelong passion, white and clear, 

Gave upon this dark earth to Love its power. 

How would that, head here nestle at this hour 1 
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XLV 

* One to be mocked — ignored — am I, it seems : 
Because from foulest filth I keep my soul, 

To the cool silver sky that round me gleams 
To my long patience and my self-control 

I may be left ! — They revel in their dreams ; 
No wrong'd Lenore stands pale before their goal 

If wrong'd, her wrongs, by Warbeck unredressed. 

Sink her in shame too low to break their rest* 

XLVI 

*Aha, base rabble that on Stemfels feed, 
Unknightly, dream ye thus ? The puny spite 

That baffled heats of flammg lust can breed 
Bickers among you into feud and fight ; 

Ye know the petty rage of beaten greed ; — 
What know ye of the fury and the might 

Of that which splits Heaven's vault with bolts divine. 

Of wrath as whole as Heaven's great God's and mine ? 

XLVII 

*This but a first fierce outbreak bom of pain, 
Soon spent, too fierce to last, do ye suppose ? 

I tell you now its torrent I refrain, 
It but begins to shake my grave repose ! 

Who dreams the name of Brother shall restrain. 
Or aught that forth from Hell and terror flows 

Retard it, he — caught — shattered — shall reveal 

What wrath it is I now but dimly feel I * 
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XLVIII 

And ere another night had fall'n, among 

Tales that were whisper'd o'er the banks of Rhine, — 

Dark tales of beautiful Lenore's deep wrong 
Even now returning with no doubtful sign 

Of vengeance upon Sternfels, where the song, 
The shout, the laugh, the riot, and the wine 

But ill conceal from eyes that closely peer 

The torment, the suspicion, and the fear — 

XLIX 

Among such tales and others of a gloom 

As dark, a darker rumour 'gan repeat 
In firmer tones and firmer that for whom 

The heart of one remembered mother beat. 
That they who drew their life-blood from one womb, 

Of her, of all oblivious, burn to meet 
In mortal shock of fratricidal rage, 
For Warbeck hath flung down the dreadful gage. 

L 

Destth-pale from sleepless watching Warbeck rose, 
Ere yet one touch of dawn the still world knew ; 
JEre one warm stir of day, from sleepless woes 

Pale Otho staggered his grim portal through ; 
With silent followers met the silent foes ; 

Thrice pale the countenance of Warbeck grew, 
His fever'd senses reePd with sudden awe 
As Otho's look and all its woe he saw. 
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LI 
O near and tender blue of dawning Heaven, 

No flight hast thou of shining Powers to send 
Such wrong to stay ? But O, thy crystal riven, 

Thy Saints, that round the Throne-foot nearest 
bend. 
Drawn earthward, all in vain with earth had striven 

If yon sweet train of sisters that ascend 
The steep from far Bemhofen cannot quell 
Strife that might awe the strongest heart in Hell ! 

LII 

Up the long steep they wound. As feeble grown 
As infants, either brother held his sword. 

Well those dark hoods, well those bow*d forms, were 
known ! 
No man had might to meditate a word. 

The sisters staid their coming. One alone, 
Whose steps all hearts with piteous fear adored. 

Drew near. They heard Lenore begin to speak 

The hard woe wasting her deflowered cheek. 

LIII 

* How would I — ^Warbeck, Otho — how would I 
That these your names, when my lips give them 
sound, 

Came to your spirits with such potency 
As, breathed from lips in any region found. 

For me they have ! — How then would terror fly, 
How fade each fear lest all my pray'rs be crown'd 

As crown'd are pray'rs that bid the roaring force 

Of Lurlei for sweet pity curb its course ! 
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LIV 
* All hope ... ah, deem ye then that I have none ? . . . 

True, why not own it ? — this poor heart hath bled — 
One dream ... ye wring the hard confession . . . one. 

Once clung to wildly, hath for ever fled . . . 
Ah, yet deem never that when these are gone 

Heaven hath no blessing for the orphan head, 
Sweet, meet for broken hearts, a dream of good — 
Your dreadful hands can drown it all in blood ! 



LV 

* O Warbeck, Warbeck, am I falFn so low 
That thy blood or thy brother's shed for me 

In darker war than darkest heathen know, 
Brother with brother, can alone set free 

From shame my maiden honour ? Piercing woe 
Hath found its way to my heart's heart, maybe, — 

What have I done, what dream'd, that now my name 

Should need thy sword to do away its shame ? 



LVI 

* Make I too much of mine own self? Are these 

No words to move stem heart of wrathful knight ? * 
— Gasp'd Warbeck out in pleading agonies, 

* Lenore I ' Proud Otho in the piercing light 
Of her reproachful eyes upon his knees 

Had fall'n : he sought, he sought her feet : his sight 
The chill confusion of despair made dim : 
He swoon'd : ah Warbeck, how she tum'd to him ! 
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LVII 

She stretch'd her trembling hands' toward his head ; 

Pity and pure love, one briefest moment blind, 
O'er one so dear, so smitten down, so dead, 

With yearning spasm of fruitless passion pined — 
One moment ! — Other viewless hands were spread 

Between : — she shrank, she shudder'd, she resigned 
Love's all and Pit/s : — ^with one muffled cry 
She passed, — ^with streaming cheek and lifted eye. 

LVIII 

Down to the still Bemhofen moved her train : 
His friends in silence over Otho bent : 

Back to his darkening towers and pain on pain 
Through the soft morning the stem Warbeck went, 

To bear the burden of bright suns in vain 
On passive days of aimless anguish spent, 

The burden 'of his hungers fierce and deep 

That rend from monstrous nights the veil of sleep ; 

LIX 

To hear from Stemfels daily bugles blow 
Reveille, the gay children of the chase 

To note, as out with hawk and hound they go, 
To feel them stabbing at his heart, to trace 

Their cruel passage to the vales below 

By pure Bemhofen, — one despairing face — 

The face that swooned before his face — to see, 

Midst all this roar and blaze of revelry 
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LX 
It happened that, one midnight, as he kept 

His wonted vigil on a terrace high, . 
And, looking down on Stemfels, could have wept 

Warm tears to see, beneath a summer sky. 
How tower by tower in tender moonlight slept — 

(Quench'd now the blaze, hush'd now the lawless 
cry)— 
To see them cradled in such peace, to know 
Their story of immitigable woe, 

LXI 

That, musing, he recalled that face once more 
Whose haggard horrors seldom left him now ; 

He could not doubt it— the dread curse it bore 
Of penal doom for traitors on its brow ; 

Were saintly tears and pity due therefor ? 

— He stamped his foot ; — arm'd feet, he knew not 
how, 

Like sudden echoes of his action, through 

The long dark glade behind his terrace drew. 

LXII 

On mountain sides strange echoes often tread. 

Were the^-e he heard of such ? or . , (ghastly 
thought 1) . . 

Have loneliness and loss and anguish dread 
With subtle potence in his being wrought 

Till sounds heard only by the wandering dead, 
Till sights seen only by their eyes, are brought 

Within his living senses? — With a start 

He stares before him and with beating heart. 
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LXIII 

Dread the wan realm of Death if such as he 
Whom now, emerging in the bright moonbeam. 

He looks on, of its populace may be, 

If thus, with brows like this, with eyes that gleam 

As these, they front the sheen of Death and see I 
— Enough ! — ^The very face that made his dream 

Had wander'd here, and in its ancient home 

Call'd, in a horrid whisper, ' Warbeck, come ! ' 

LXIV 

No counsel urged his spirit to refuse ; 

Where Otho, swiftly turning, led the way 
He followed ; — each known trick and ancient use 

Of Otho's carriage with confused dismay 
He noted ; — through thick rain of heavy dews 

From scattered foliage cast in drenching spray. 
They plunged, they sped, then mounted from the 

wood 
Up the steep rock upon which Stemfels stood. 

LXV 

A secret little postern damp and dark 
Otho burst open in the wall ; they trod 

A smooth and level sward ; abruptly ' Mark ! * 
Said Otho, pointing, with imperious nod, 

To where, face up and long and white and stark. 
His dead blood standing on the troubled sod, 

A tall knight lay ; — from out his empty hand 

Wrench'd, at a distance gleam'd his cruel brand. 
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LXVI 

' Heirs paramount of traitors ! ' — Otho cried, 
* But here, but here he hes, no traitor more. 

No mask, I take it — this he wears — to hide 
A lecherous heart deep read in evil lore ; 

I think those half-shut eyes show little pride 
At winning from mine arms the bride I bore 

From Greece — ^if aught I have been, aught I be, 

But spleen, pride, envy, burning jealousy ! 

LXVII 

* Fame and enchantment round about her shone, 
Her beauty was the glory of her East, 

All bum*d and pined to win her, but I won 1 

— ^These lips, whose flattering whispers never ceased 

To tempt her, pay for what they would have done. 
O'er me, Sir Knight, thou shalt not boast at least ! 

For her — she flies the terrors of my rage. 

Whither I care not, with a hireling page ! 

LXVITI 

* O Warb^ck, of a sanctity, whose name 

I dare not breathe, sole guardian, O great heart. 
Whose grief in my heart is as wasting flame, 

JBehold (it is thy due) what ghastly part 
They play in this foul coil of wrong and shame 
WTio barb'd for thee and thine this fatal dart ! 
I ask no pity, no forgiveness — no, 
The tortiu-es of our Hell I simply show/ 
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LXIX 

He closes, rolling his disordered eyes, 

His wild and broken speech : — as white with dread 
As he with recent death who bleeding lies 

Stands Warbeck : as if one word only said, 
Missing a little the one Truth whose rise 

He feels within, would loosen frOm its bed 
An avalanche of ruin whose mere noise 
And wind would blast their world, he lifts his voice : 

LXX 

* In such a world as this, where such a crime 
As made this dead dark heart its hidden lair 

In form so dire hath met its sudden time 
Of vengeance, O shall we one moment dare — 

One moment more — in presence of the prime 
Bond whose authentic seal all brothers bear. 

To stand the one asunder from the other 

As here, within thy walls, we stand, my brother ? ' 

LXXI 

And even then his noble arms he flung 

Open, and all as closely as of old, 
When grief for strife composed would choke the 
tongue. 

And little arms round little necks would fold, 
With tears,, with sobs, the broken Otho hung 

Clasp'd in his weeping brother's straining hold, 
The while, O hallow'd Rhineland, over thee 
Shone the clear moon that lit Gethsemane. 
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LXXII 

The dawn came creeping o'er them cold and white, 
Black show'd the shapes of things : with accents 
hoarse, 

* O Warbeck ! ' Otho cried, * though, day and night, 
For ever flow'd these torrents of remorse. 

What is in all their passion that delight 

Should stream once more along her ancient course, 

What worth, I say, in all my groans and tears 

To bring the sweet sun back that warm'd those 
years ? ' 

LXXIII 

One comfortable word could Warbeck breathe 
In answer ? O sad task and hard was his 

To mark the swelling vein, the gnashing teeth, 
Of burning madness day by day, and miss 

Through long dark hours a brother's eye beneath 
Brows black with fury — to see woe like this 

Wear down and break his Otho's haughty grace. 

Till eyes less loving had not known his face. 

LXXIV 

Sad task and hard the daily moan to hear, 

' Let others hope if any raging lust 
liave deaden'd their wild hearts to holy fear ! 

Men's hearts are hungry things and let them trust 
Tliat He, who made desire and set it here 

To ache, shall lift His sinners from the dust ! 

^What hope for my mad soul that ne'er pursued 

Orxe^ phantom even of its poorest good ? ' 

L 
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LXXV 

Task hard and sad, but with brave soul sustained ; — 
And briefer those dark hours of madness grew, 

And calmer heights the burden'd Otho gain'd, 
And ever larger hope through Warbeck knew : 

Not less with every season surely waned 
His vigour that no calm could now renew, 

And, one hot summer noon, he look'd and sigh'd. 

And laid his hand on Warbeck's hand, and died. 

LXXVI 

Firm hold upon that hand through years to come 
Kept Warbeck ; like a vow it nerved his aim. 

That grief should sit sequestered in her gloom 
Great guilt he counted and inhuman shame. — 

In barren cave lean robbers felt their doom, 
And mutter'd fiery curses on the name 

Of Warbeck ; — peaceful toilers met to praise 

His name for homes unharm'd and open ways. 

LXXVII 

Whatever in its weakness looks for aid 

From Heaven, to Warbeck looked. Nor oft in those 
Grim days were all the ghosts of evil laid ; — 

War, war in some high places ever rose 
And stain'd these vales with many a brutal raid, 

Till, girt, at length, with fires and angry foes. 
With phrenzied pray'rs, with nameless terrors fiU'd, 
And speechless agonies, Bemhofen thrilFd. 
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LXXVIII 

Ah woe to hearts and rugged breasts that broke 
On this- pure haunt of Powers they might not feel ! 

— No shout, no trumpet, to the peril woke 
The intent marauders, ere, with clash of steel 

And thunder of swift steed and iron stroke, 
The Saviours were among them and made reel 

Their mass, and fought and broke and sent in flight 

The shattered fragments through the sounding night. 

LXXIX 

A murderer's flight ! The mighty arm that wrought 
That last great deed lay stretch'd among its dead. 

About their Chief pressed, clamouring and distraught, 
His followers — tore his helmet from his head ; — 

He breathed ; — ^within those walls for which he fought 
They bore him. Through long night-hours dark 
and dread , 

His breath he drew in mortal sleep ; — as broke 

The rosy morning his large eyes awoke. 

LXXX 

And lo in Love's own vision he beheld 

On earth — in Heaven — or both — ^bent close to his • 
The one face he could know now ; firm she held 

His hand ; all words that agony and bliss 
And utter love can frame of tenderest weird 

Clear from her spirit ; an imploring kiss 
She pressed upon his cheek ; — his lips had won 
The smile of perfect peace — but he was gone. 
L 2 
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"jj^nsanB tepresenteb. 

Sebastian — TA^ Saint, 

Paulus — A Roman Senator. 

Diocletian — The Emperor. 

Marcus ] Christian Brothers : Sons of Tranqutl- 

Marcellianus ) linus and Sulpicia. 

Ventidius — An Orator. 

EuTROPius — A Christian Priest, 

Fabricius — A Slave of Sulpicia. 

Tranquillinus — Father of Marcus and Marcellianus. 

Africus ] 

Maternus \ Roman Nobles. 

Secundus ) 

Parmeno ) _ ^ . , „ 

Geta ( Imperial Slaves. 

Setelsensis — Medical Slave to the Emperor 
QuADRATUS — Roman Officer. 
Guards ^c, 

Paula — Daughter of Paulus and TertuUa. 
Tertulla — ^ife of PcuUus. 
Sulpicia — Mother of Marcus and Marcellianus. 
Irene — Wife of Marcellianus. 
MYKKliA.Slave of Paula. 
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Scene I. — In the house of Paulus, 
Paulus and Tertulla. 

Paulus 

I cannot think it; but the coming hither 

Of this dear friend, to whom his heart was bound, 

Will best resolve the doubt 

Tertulla 

You cannot think 
What? 

Paulus 

That such love as Paula could have borne 
Csecilius can have doom'd her at his death 
To feel the world his grave. 

Tertulla 

I cannot tell — 
She is your child and you are proud to solve 
Her riddles -by old answers of your own — 
(Old answers to old riddles of your own) — 
You say so ; — for myself, I guess them not. 
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Paulus 



Sweet, say not so ; — ah, could you but resolve 
To break the hard reserve that seals your heart, 
Tertulla ! But I blame not, train'd to pierce 
Behind so many masks in evil days 
And find as oft shy good as plotting ill 

Tertulla 
As plotting ill ! What ill have I to plot ? 

Paulus 

Dear, of no dream of ill that could be yours 
I spoke, — though haply not too fortunate 
The wording of my thought : if I regret 
Tis only this, that you so fail to know 
The store of power and worth you have to use 
If but you would. 

Tertulla 

I would you taught your Paula, 
Paulus, how high to rate her mother's word. 
Dreams that have wrecked their thousands long, 

fear. 
Have piloted her barque. Your wild discourse 
Of love Uranian and I know not what — 
Pray Heaven it plunge not now her widowed soul 
In such fantastic gloom as snatched away 
Too many that you know of — this to one. 
That to the other madness. 
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Paulus 

Was it I 
Spoke to her first of love and bade her pledge 
Her heart to young Caecilius ? 



Dear, did I blame ? 



Tertulla 



Paulus 



Tertulla 



Blame me not. 



Reproach not ; for the best 
I did it. Your own ward — a noble house — 
Heir, as you ever said, of growing wealth — 
Her playmate from her childhood — modest — bom 
Beneath a star too strangely pure, alas, 
For these our days, and by the Gods who loved him 
Ta'en — if I taught the dreamless girl she was 
Her hour of love must come and here was one 
To look upon and love as women love, 
I hold myself for blameless— to the Gods 
Remit .... But let no rash word taint my lips— 
I pray them in their own -way still to bless 
Those whom no loss shall tempt to blasphemy — 
But this at least I say, that whosoever 
Hath let her love of love:talk wound her child, 
On her let light the dreadful brand of Heaven 
And spare my guiltless head 
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Paulus 

Tertulla, dear, 
You think not, for indeed you cannot think. 
That I demur. This only have I said : — 
* This young Caecilius whom we name her lover, 
Owns he the charm our Paula's Love must own 
Because her girlish fancy seems content ? ' 
Here was a doubt. Behoved it I reveal'd, 
Ere love woke wild and masterful and blind^ 
Those beauties which no flesh can ever wear. 
No flesh discover, and so save her. — Dear, 
I hold her safe indeed — I loved her dead 
Caecilius, but — no, no \ — regret for him, 
Whatever be her anguish for a year, 
Must leave her yet, beyond its shade, a life. 

Tertulla 

Be it so ; I hope it ; — her fantastic ways 

Are little after any I have leam'd. 

And to all else that I have seen end ill 

Put on a fatal likeness. I have followed 

Nevertheless your counsel : be it Grief, 

Or be it what it may that she adores 

In secret, I profane not the dim shrine. 

She worships what, when, how, and where she will. 

Paulus 

Dear, if \ spoke of sacred secresy 

For souls in sorrow, and of Nature there 

With bow'd head kneeling in her holiest shrine. 
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Mock me not, you at least- (you wrong yourseli) — 

Nor deem me blind to things that are— the things 

Of time and place, proportion and the rules 

That measure out the life which Earth and Rome 

Demand. I wait my opportunity. 

This prsefect whom he loved as his own brother, 

Sebastian, who received his parting spirit, 

Where can he be but here in Rome by this ? 

Winds have blown fairly since the emperors came. 

And he was bid to join them, as we hear. 

Soon as an affair of some two days he finished 

In Athens. I shall see him and learn much : 

It may be well that she should see him too : 

Then may some true words come, dear, to our lips ; — 

Keep devout watch, dear, and be sure they will ; — 

Words true as tears and of like power to suage 

And temper the true passion that our words 

Of passionless lip-sophistry bemock. 

Some real comfort we may yield her then. 

Tertuila 
Be it so : I hope it. 

Pauius 
The still summer heat 
Subdues you ; lay this on your forehead ; there ! 
Cool is it not and fragrant — comfortable ? 
Sleep a littie : — I will leave you : — It may be 
Some news have got abroad about to-morrow 
Likely to please you — wjiat Rome means to do 
And think about the Triumph and the games — 
I'll drop down to the Forum. [Exit 
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Scene IL — The same: Tertuilds apartment. 
Tertulla and Sulpicia. 

Tertulla 
Both bound as Christians ? O sit down, Sulpicia. 

Sulpida 

No, no, no, no ! — Bear with me — let me walk — 
Talk to me — ^let me talk — of anything. — 
We were two silly girls once, you and I, 
Together — ^rummage up old memories — 
Out, if you like it, with just all you thought 
Of me, but speaL 

Tertulla 
But, O Sulpicia . . - 

Sulpicia 

Well, you must know more, must you ? — To be sure. 

Mad must I seem indeed careering here 

And chattering like a magpie fever-crazed, 

If both were lost — Marcus and Marcellianus — 

Lost? No 1 Condemned! — ^but while I speak, their 

father 
Rescues them surely : yesternight they told us, 
They which have care of them, that one night more 
Would bring about the time when all give way. 
And yield the faith to which their madness clings. 
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If duly plied : — they must, they must — their father 
Goes, and by all — O more than all — (I swear 
Never had sons such love) — a father pleads, 
Pleads I 

Tertulla 

But as Christians I 

Sulpicia 

And pray, madam, why not ? 
WTiat do you know of Christians, and what I ? 
What they that hunt them ? Curse the brainless sect 
That maddened with its orgies my poor boys ! 
Curse it!' But who dares rend them from mine 

arms — 
Claws — teeth, — the mere bare motherhood I share 
With lioness and tigress ? 

Tertulla 

Dear . . . 



Sulpicia 

Tertulla 
But what, dear, shall I speak of? 



Then speak ! 



Sulpicia 

What you will. 
Thought dances ever to the sound of speech, 
And dreams of some sure joy that makes it dance. 
— ^You'll need new pavement where I dig my heel- 
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And you so careful of your polish'd floor ; — 
Take it not ill — you care for more than floors 
And halls, though much for floors and halls you care, 
A pious woman and right-minded, yet ... . 
How the light plays upon the carpet there ! 
What gemlike green in brown and crimson ! — If 
Only one could be sure to see them back ! 
Where's Paula ? 

Tertulla 

Paula ? — Dear, we vex her not : 
None see her : scarce ourselves : her father holds it 
Irreverent unkindness to compel .... 

Sulpicia 

Ah me ! poor child, yes ! O Tertulla, spare her ! 
But how, dear, hath she borne it ? 







Tertulla 


Not a moan, 


A tear — as 


silent J 


as a statue — 








Sulpicia 


Yes- 


A standing 


statue- 


— I see her ! 








Tertulla 


Standing ! 



O my Sulpicia, will she ever cease 

To stand or pace ? Will evermore a couch 

Receive her? — Ha ! what is it? \Enter Fabricius. 
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Fabrtcius 

Lady ! 

Sulptda 

Ha! 
Fabricius ! — It is over : you look kind — 
Speak, speak — ^well over ? 

Fabrtcius 

If not well, not ill ; — 
Yet there is hope. 

Sulptda 

Sir, — take me to their father. 
Dear, dear TertuUa, farewell — ^kiss me — kiss 
My poor mouth ; may you .... 

[She suppresses her emotion but, unable to speak 
signs to the slave to lead the way. 



Scene III. -^The same: Paula's apartment. 

She is leaning by a small marble statue of Urania, her 
arm round its feet, her eyes upon the ground. 

Paula 
— Pitied, and bound to bear about the pity 
Tender hearts bear me as they mete my loss 
By griefs that for themselves they dare not dream— 
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— Wonder'd-at, bound to bear the wonder about 

Of those that question * Is it Pride that holds 

Erect pale Paula's forehead, or the Roman 

Passionless purity of an older day 

That recks not of such loss as Love inflicts ? ' 

— Pitied, admired, Urania, but unknown ! 

Nor proud, nor cold, nor bleeding at that wound 

They dream — yet bleeding ! O Urania, thou .... 

Nay, beautiful white feet and upturned face, 

Though thou divinedst them, what were these my griefs 

To thee and to the rapture that hath made thee 

Perfect, O marble, as thou art ? I proud ? 

I scornful of the memories of love, 

The boyish wooings when he scaped his tasks 

And ran down to the garden where I play'd, 

With fruit, or flower, or toy — the pleading eye 

That bade me to remember the young love 

When home, to woo indeed, from Greece he came — 

Scornful of these ? Not these — but of the false 

Heart in this bosom that from all these turns 

Lightly and from his solitary tomb. 

And throbs for the free life he will not share. 

Free life ? What life for one that hides a lie ? 

\Enter Myrrha. 
Myrrha 
O Lady, Lady! 

Paula 
And how dare you ? 



Myrrha 
What have I done? 



Lady, 
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Paula 
StoFn here and .... 

Myrrha 

Nay, indeed, 
Indeed nay — ^pardon, pardon ; — ^with loud tread 
I . . . . 

Fatiia 
Came then with what message ? 



Myrrha 



But thy lips 



Are white as rapt Urania's. 



Paida 

Rapt Urania's ! — 
Bring me a little water, my good Myrrha. — 
Urania I — ^Think you that her lips are white 
With ever dwelling in the silent stars 
And hearing but the murmurs of the world, 
Whereof, my little Myrrha, she but knows 
Her own pure ignorance ? But what is this 
Your errand, child? 

Myrrha 

Your lady mother. Lady, 
Bids you go meet in her apartment him 
Of whom, she says, my lord your father spoke. 



M 
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Scene IV. — Same as Scene L 
Tertulla, Paula, Sebastian. 

Sebastian 

— Twas here, then, since you bid me tell the tale. 
Here at Therapnae, by the murmuring river 
Asopus, and Cithseron's silent height, 
He sank, he sleeps. 

Paula 
Where have they laid him ? 

Sebastian 

Lady? 

Paula 

Where have they laid him ? I can bear to speak 
And hear. 

Sebastian 

A lonely spot and yet a blessed ! 
Earth fair as that must lightly press the limbs. 
A warm rock guards it from the wasteful north. 
Whatever wrath waste all the world beside, 
Fear not, fair lady, lest that living sward 
Lie waiting, in its belt of holy trees, 
Aught but eternal peace. 



y Google 



A DRAMATIC SKETCH. 163 

Paula 

And thence you joumey'd, 
You? . . . 

Sebastian 

Thence I joumey'd, on that mission bound 
AVhereof I spoke. 

TertuUa 

Upon a mission, child, 
To Athens, by the Emperor's command. 

Paula 

You have seen Athens ? Tell me, tell me, sir, 
How beautiful is Athens ? 

Sebastian 

Tell you, lady, 
How beautiful is Athens ? Do you deem 
This tongue created, this ordain'd, to make 
Her loveliness an utterable joy ? 
I take no shame in owning — think it not 
Anyway unbeseeming one on oath 
To welcome any death on any field 
For Rome — to own that soon as these mine eyes 
Beheld her, the tears blinded them at once — 
I sobb'd ! 

Paula 

Sir, sir, you deem aright. I know : — 
That heart-ache and that streaming of the tears — 
I know them. 

M 2 
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TertuUa 

Tears, and aching hearts, my child — 
Vou know them ? and, alas, who knows them not ? 
Think of the myriad horrors in the world 
That you shall never know ! 

Paula 

And if the tears 
Shall stream, dear mother, and hearts ache for this. 
What marvel ? But if Athens when she basks, 
Earth's glory, in the open eye of Heaven, 
Break our heart — smother, what is this ? 

TertuUa 

Nay, child, 
You love to put strange troubles in your way. 
But, sir, we wander from our theme. 

Sebastian 

I would not. 
Lady, that you should hear of me in Rome 
Delaying to fulfil, if so I may, 
A task so sacred ; therefore come I now ; 
And yet fulfil it all I cannot now ; 
Something I yet have — tablets — to deliver 
The -which he bade me give you. Pray you, let me 
(When these and others of mine own reach Rome) 
Wait on you, ladies, yet another time. 
You will not wonder that my days at first 
Yield me but little leisure. Ere I leave. 
Take, ladies, for your gentle courtesy 
More thanks than my poor tongue hath skill to frame. 
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Scene V. — A Terrace of the Imperial Patau, T^io-^ 
CLETiAtu pacing it with Sebastian. 

Diocletian 

To imbrae one's hands, at such a time as this, 
With blood— I hate it 

Sebc^tian 

If I had not ask'd. 
Sire, and in vain, too often, I should ask 
Yet once more — why imbrue them ? 

Diocletian 

Tut, you know 
By heart my answer as I your reply. 
My good Sebastian ; therefore spare it Curse 
The tribe — I could split wide their foolish skulls 
For forcing me to kill therau But these t\*'o 
Plague me still keenlier. I who know the worth 
Of every fibre in a Roman arm 
That, lost, means, this year or another year, 
Some victory for the millions at our throat — 
Gaul, German, Dacian, Scythian — I to cut 
Two tall young soldiers in their vigour down— 
Gods! 

Sebc^tian 
Can such high unreason, good my lord. 
Be reason? 
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Diocletian 

Yes ; — both can be, sir, and is ! 
But these — their Christian fever is abating — 
Their father hath been with them and prevailed — 
Not faird at least. Go you and do the rest. 

Sebastian 
This yoii command me ? 

Diocletian 

Not command, but ask. 
Good friend, I know the faithful and the false, 
And how to treat them ; and I hold you dear, 
Nor do I often vex myself and you 
With mere commands ; yet count me not too good ; 
Look close and see a shrewd eye open wide ; 
I estimate what service a command 
Can get ; — I bid you twist down yonder urn. 
And down it comes with all its mould and flowers. 
But more than my command must make you write 
A Sapphic ode or turn a Christian sane ; 
Therefore I ask you, not command you. 

Sebastian 

Sire, 
Can sword, fire, flinging to the beast effect 
Persuasion better than command can ? 

Diocletian 

Yes.— 
I see your point, but answer as before. 
Now will you go ? 
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Sebastian 

If these must die, my liege, 
Then die they must ; your threatened state must miss 

them. 
Your army miss — (would God it need not be !) — 
Yet state and army by death bravely faced 
May gain— (such threads of contrarieties, 
Woven and interwoven, rule the being 
Of man) — ^new life ; but if you bid me breathe 
The subtle word that saps a pure resolve, 
To urge a sire's lone hearth, a mother's tears — 
j[No sage am I to crush their Christian talk)— 
Against their honour and the cruel death 
It holds them bound to die, you bid me then 
Infuse a venom that our age, I think. 
Has little need o£ 

DiodeHan 

Would the Gods had made me 
The monarch of Atlantis ere she sank, 
You the good minister of all my dreams — 
If sunk she be, not kept afloat in you 1 
Put wholly from your mind the thing I ask'd ; — 
Do nothing to disturb your ways of thought ; — 
I like Atlantis ; — let us keep her up ! 
What if some day one get there and for good. 
And find a palace and a garden, peace 
And quiet ! — ^well, I have my thoughts ; — ^but now 
Farewell — another than Atlantis calls, 
This bellowing wild bull I have to hold 
From sending its sharp horns between my ribs 
And breaking its own neck — this roaring Rome. 
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Scene VI. — Prison. 
Marctts, Marcellianus, Guard. 

Marcus 
Tell him it canBOt be — ^we cannot see him. 

Guard 
Not see him ? — He is here. [Enter Sebastian. 

Marcus 

Sebastian I — ^you ? 

Sebastian 

Some other, then, than me for an intruder, 
(And God be thank'd !) you held 

Marcus 

You thank the Lord? 

Sebastian 
I thank Him ! — ^Whom supposed you me to be? 

Marcus 

Him who you are, though what your guise we knew 
not 
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Sebastian 

Brother, I feel in vain for what you hide — 
Whom shunn'd you ? 

Marcus 

Him then, whosoe'er he be. 
Whom those who sent you were so sure to send ! 
— ^Their faces, when the tidings reached them first 
That ground to dust were all then: hopes in us— • 
O, all their fiighten'd faces, flaming red 
Or white as ashes, gather'd underground, 
Their false bold words .... 

Sebastian 

Marcellianus— 

Marcus 

Why 
Turn you to him now? — their bold words, I say. 
And hearts one soaking marsh of sodden fear 
Lest all their dreams blow by, an empty fog. 
So soon to have gain'd substance in our death. 
Its martyrs — deem you that we see them not, 
From bishop to last sweeper of a shrine, 
Swaim, rage, weep, testify, compassionate. 
Concluding thence to send a friend in need 
Down through the darkness to set firm the work 
AVhereon they thought to build a golden fane, 
That threatens giving if the truth be told? 

Sebastian 
Marcellianus — 
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Marcus 

And again I ask, 
And stemlier, why to him you turn from me? 

Sebastian 

Dull to your sternness a praetorian's ear, 
O Marcus 1 but if scant my courtesy. 
Know that too well taught in the cries of war 
Am I to know not these that leave your lips. 
If, flung upon the field, you cursed my care 
That bound your wound to keep the cold away. 
Think you the burning breath I should not know 
Of pain and fever and consuming thirst? 
Suppose you, brother, I should deem it yours ? 
These evil walls and all your agony — 
Believe me this fierce heart hath answered these ; — 
But you — ^you speak not. Marcellianus — 

Marcdlianus 

What 
Brings you, Sebastian ? 

Sebastian 

Mine own suffering 
With you that suffer. 

Marcellianus 

But with many tongues 
Rumour hath babbled in your ears a tale : — 
What have you heard ? 
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Sebastian 

That at your father's pray'r 
You both have yielded and denied your Faith. 

Marcus 
Denied forsooth our Faith — our Faith forsooth ! 

Marcdlianus 

Bitterly speaks he, but the truth he speaks. 

If I whom, sitting at this moment here, 

By this dim lustre of one lamp that now 

Consumes that very gleam of rising oil, 

Shapes just that round of light upon the wall — 

I whom you dimly thus discern — proclaim 

That I believe in Jesus Christ our Lord, ' 

And, so believing, I must die for Him — 

I am a liar ! — Sign the cross, and turn 

The back, and spit the spit of Christian scorn — 

What else remains ? 

Sebastian 

At least in me, in me. 
Brothers, you keep no fragment of belief 
What knows this bow'd head, what this bleeding heart, 
Of scorn for you — of ought but grief? 

Marcus 

For you, 
You too, have tried the inmost of the shrine 
And found it void as we ? Sebastian, speak, 
Confess, I charge you. 
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Marcclliafms 

For a lie maintained 
By mere persistence of the will that scorns 
To bend, O brother, shall I dare to quench 
For father and for mother, bride and babe. 
Whose unborn eyes implore me till I sink 
Sick, — the brief brightness of sweet life ? The hiss 
Of infinite contempt is in mine ears. 
Gods of the great wise fathers of our Rome, 
Forgive the fool Marcellianus ! 

Sebastian 

Brothers ! 

\He sits bending forward with clasped han^ as if in 
earnest appeal^ but unable to find words : — Then 
starts suddenly to his feet^ his eyes fixed firmly on 
the darkness as if he saw the Spirits of EvUy to 
whomy after the first lineSy his words are ad- 
dressed. 
No— no — Mere arrows were my words that pierce 
The unresisting dead that ring the foe. 
The true foe taunting from his safe retreat ! 
Another warfare this than mine with these. 
Another O dark Potentates, than I, — 
(Though, from this pent brain struck. His lightnings 

flash. 
Though my tongue echo for our ears His wrath) — 
Surprises and assaults you. O'er each pang 
That love can suffer, every scalding tear. 
Each terrible remembrance and reproach. 



y Google 



A DRAMATIC SKETCH, 173 

That want and weakness and despair can wring 

From father, mother, wife, babe — all they love — 

Vividly, as your wont, you flash your fire 

And brand them on their spirits. The great laws. 

The bonds eternal, the deep vows that bind. 

Ere yet he breathe and taste our vital air, 

Whoever breathes it and in breathing owns 

The covenant of manhood — awful oaths. 

Paternal, spousal, filial, — ^in oiu: flesh 

Proclaimed — these use you, do you, monstrous 

Powers, 
Grim orators of Hell, to bend their will. 
Demanding who shall dare — (each mortal nerve 
Dissolves at touch of your tremendous breath) — 
Shall dare — these bonds of Nature in the heart 
Unowned or broken — beyond Death face Fate? 
— Face Fate who dares of all your children, Fiends? 
Make answer from yoiu: temples — (Rome, the World, 
Teems with your marble growth of fanes and shrines. 
The blighted harvest of man's hope in Heaven)— 
Answer me by the wan lips that can tell 
Most dreams and visions in your groves reveal'd. 
Hell-gods ! — Our God's great words, that ever breathe 
About this cradle of His earthborn sons. 
Ye hear, ye give your voice to, skilful still 
To break them, to confuse them, to confound 
The creature that their music would complete ; 
By hopes from those clear heights your memory holds. 
By horrors from the deep your terror knows, 
Shadowing to human passion the vast Man — 
To boimdless yearning the gigantic Birth — , 
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That never never— after any throes — 

May be, till, baffled in desire, they fling 

Their foaming curse at Him ye hate, at Him 

Who bears from everlasting on His Heart 

The Man that may be, that hath been — (babe, youth, 

And age, sole Son of one unchanging God 

Incarnate here amid this change of things. 

This world wherein we breathe) — that ever is, 

That, being ever, from the deathless curse 

Of never being hath redeemed His sons 

The children of His Body— -The One Word 

Your mouths transform to syllables of woe, 

The Prince of that One Peace man's heart must have, 

Voice summoning each spirit as it faints 

Borne down with anguish for the doom that hangs 

O'er all it loves — (would die could death redeem) — 

To rise to mingle witli His choir. Whose Death 

Hath Life in us. Life strong to save the world. 

The first fruits of the myriads to be His 

By common pang, by conunon rapture .... 

Marcdlianus 

Spare, 
Spare us ! 

[They fling themselves at hisfeety and^ seizing 
his hands, cover them with kisses, 

Sebastian 

O brothers, O immortal lives. 
Hidden with Him in God a little while. 
Wrapped from our eyes a little in the cloud. 
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Returning radiant from His sacred Heart, 
O brothers ! Brothers ! 

[Enter Quadratus and Guard3. 

Marcus {starting to his feet) 

Now the Lord be praised. 

Our pardon is denied us ! God be praised 

Who hath not taken at their faithless word 

His servants. 

[Enter Tranquillinus. 

Tranquillinus (to Guard) 

Off, sir, with those hands ! what means 
This shameless haste ? but you shall smart for this : 
These men are pardon'd — O my sons, my sons ! 
Nay, fellow, fear not — I will bear no grudge. 
You meant no harm — and these my sons are mine — ^ 
Off with their fetters ! 

Marcus 

O my father, how 
Save by this shake of head . . . 

Tranquillinus 

Ha, what is this ? 
Ye look. ... ye do not look. . . . What? — Horrible! 
O help me — O my senses play with me ! 
Is bliss too big for life ? Meet Death and Joy ? 
Speak — ^what is this ? a ghastly terror — dreams, 
Mad dreams — a sickness as of Death assails .... 
Let someone through the darkness reach his hands 
And hold me up. 

\HefcUls fainting in the hands of a guard who 
lays him tenderly on the floor. 
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Quadratus (pointing to their father) 
Behold the curse of God on all you do, 
And come away. 

Marcus 
One moment, one, to . . . 

Quadratus 

No! 
What more have you to do, your father murder'd ? 

Marcus 

— Broken his heart, I fear : hard had it been 

To have borne ^ our mere refusal of his pray'r, 

But thus to feel us turn upon the hope 

Oiurselves had raised beyond the clouds of fear ! — 

Thought sickens at his anguish ! Pity us ! 

Be pitiful and spare us till he wakes — 

One word to comfort or ... . 

Quadratus 

Away, away ! — 
Earth, Heaven, Man, outraged Nature, curse you 

hence 1 
Away! 

Marcellianus 

If agony so exquisite 
As this, that trebles all we know of pain. 
Alone can purge the traitor of his guilt. 
Brother, it is not ours to say it nay. 

Quadratus 
A curse on all this mockery ! Lead away. 
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Scene VII.— -4 Terrace ofPaulii^ House, on the Cce* 
liaUy overlooking the Colosseum, the Falaitne, Titus* 
Baths, the Capitol 

Enter Africus, Maternus, Secundus and other 
guests, as from a banquet 

Africus 

Tell me now, do you think it possible 
That he should gain his point ? 

Maternus 

I cannot think it 

Secundus 
What point is this you speak of? 

Maternus 

You have heard— 
Have you not ? — that Ventidius hath refused 
To urge upon the Emperor, to-morrow, 
The pray'r of Rome that he desert her not 
Wholly and for ever as too long he hath. 

Secundus 
Ventidius refused ! 

N 
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Matemtts 
Indeed he hath : — 
But Paulus hath assembled us this evening 
Hoping to repersuade him. 

Africus 

And, you think, 
Will fail? 

Maternus 
I think so. 

Africics 
Doth Ventidius 
Guess for what end this banquet hath been given ? 

Maternus 

Nay, who can tell? But a more potent drag 

Than drowsed the dragon of the Golden Fleece 

Fair Paula must have mingled with his wine, 

If he suspect not But look, look, they come !— 

Paulus, Ventidius, Tertulla, Paula — 

Let us give way a little :— they come hither. 

\Enter these four : they advunce to the front of 
the Terrace, 

Paulus 
Your silence speaks your wonder. 

Ventidius 

O sublime 
Indeed I 
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Faulus 

A spot this, hallowed, as I dream, 
Surely by some pure deed that touch'd a stop 
Dear to eternal ears and lips that breathe 
The harmonies of Heaven ! — Slope hill and vale — 
That cluster of small cabins at the root 
Of yon gigantic mole of tender Art, 
The god-built baths of the blest Titus — ^bowers 
And gleaming fountains in bright gardens — couch*d 
Below us, and beneath its floating veil. 
The Flavian monster — gleam on gleam beyond, 
Snow-pure, of living statue, column, arch — 
The Capitol — the glory of the Gods, 
The flashing temples up their golden steep 
Even to the citadel ! — . . Ventidius, 
Where as on this high terrace can one feel 
The perfect cadence of each beat that builds 
The harmony of Rome ? I come not here 
Save with bow'd soul to worship. 



You do well. 



Ventidius 

Paulus 
Here shall your couch be set 



Ventidius 

Beside it set 
The seat of Lady Paula. — Gentle Lady, 

{As they take their seats) 
N 2 
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My stem twelve lustres and your tender four 
Blend us, as children of one happy hour, 
Among the immortal guests you father bids 
To meet us — Numa chief. 

Paula 

You smile at him ; 
But, sir, if utter'd words reveal your faith. 
You worship at one shrine. 

Ventidius 

We do, we do ! 
To you too the great names that we adore. 
The sovran spirits that in Rome have ruled. 
Are dear, my child ? 

Paula. 

Sir, dear enough to turn 
My brain, embolden my poor tongue to ask 
Why the renown'd Ventidius plays them false. 

All 

Ha, ha, now ! bravo, bravo, gentle Lady ! 
Hear her, Ventidius ! 

Ventidius 
O fair traitoress, 
How have I help'd your treachery ! 

Paula 

Sir, you thought 
To baffle what you guess'd my father's plan 
By choosing me to play with. 
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Ventidius 



And fell plumb 
Against the snare your treacherous father set ! 

Paulus 

Nay, nay, believe me ; — I knew nothing of it ; — 
But bravo, dearest Paula ! 

Ventidiiis 

I must yield 
My hard old mouth for maiden's hand to rein? 

Paula 

Sir, say not so. Though truly mine own heart 
Prompted me, sir, to seize the chance you gave, 
No girl's thoughts have I giv'n you, but indeed 
Those that I know my father bums to speaL 

Ventidius 
— That I play false the names that I adore ! 

Paula 
Sir, that you save not Rome. 

Paulus 

Ah, noble sir, 
Believe me that none offer to your name 
Obeisance deeper than all bearing mine :— 
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Measure by that the greatness of the pain 

That bids us speak. Rome bids you listen, — Fame 

Cries to you, Fame herself, — the nobler Man, 

The aethereal Being that survives and rules 

The warring Present from his conquered Past, — 

Implores your voice, Ventidius I What were Fame, 

Rome not ? What say I ? Ere himself have plunged 

In deafening surge of barbarous tongues for ever 

His feme and glory, Diocletian cries 

To you, sole saviour of his noble name t 

— From yon crown'd Palatine we look upon, 

Where — (if Heaven ever spoke, if Sovran Law 

Faith, Virtue, from diviner doctrine grow 

Than issues from the voices of the wind) — 

Eternal Empire hath assumed a throne — 

From such seat if he shift his Sovran Power 

To regions fashioned for our victor hosts 

To scour at will, what spirit, from that day. 

Shall threat and fulmine in our Emperor's words. 

Demanding man's submission ? — Liegeless hordes 

Make havoc of all earth from such a day ! 

He stands in Rome, but Rome he cannot see. 

But O Ventidius, if thy tongue were mine 

He should — ^till Rome so glow'd before his soul 

That flesh refused the gloom that is not Rome ! 

How the mute glory of the City prays 

Your voice, Ventidius ! 

[ Ventidius strides away to the farthest end cf the 

terrace and returns^ his face working with 

emotion. 
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I have pain'd you, sir ! 



Ventidius {clasping the hands of Patdus and speaking 
hoarsely) 

Have pain'd me ? Bitterly ! — and yet 
Nobly ! Why, Paulus, speak you not yourself? 

Patdus 
I? 

Ventidius 
You! 

Paulus 
I ? I ? What power have I to speak ? 

Ventidius 
Look I as if yoiu: words were void of power — 
Power to bum, blast, to blacken and to scar ? 

Paulus 
O great Ventidius ! 

Ventidius 
Put my greatness by : 
Think of yourself; Think ! Will you speak? Think 1 

Paulus {after a pause) 

No. 
No, no, — believe me it is past my power I 
Flatter'd I was, a moment, by your words, 
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The cause and this that glows within my heart 
Seem'd for a moment to make possible .... 
But no ! no mere false modesty deters — 
Believe me — The great work exceeds my strength. 

Ventidius 

Modest — (too modest even to self-distrust 

That much has marr'd your strength) — we know you, 

all 
Who know you, our dear Paulus : but in this 
You err not — more than modesty deters .... 

Patdus 

The arguments a ruler of the world 

Who, speak of what one will, hath seen it plain. 

The very thing it is to eye and hand. 

May urge on his own side, what power have I 

To meet ? But you . . . 

Ventidius 

To phrase it plainly, friend, — 
Seeking for once the ground of all you urge, 
You find it not. 

Paulus 
Ventidius ! 

Ventidius 

If I know 
These arguments — (you tell me that I do) — 
What if they lock my mouth firom any speech ? 
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Chain'd each, — believe me, O my Paulus, — each 

Chain'd to the sleepless warder of his life. 

The Truth set over him, we walk this world, 

Nor but at cost of utter death escape 

What sharp corrosion for the tender soul 

The grinding yoke may have ! Can any think 

Diocletian would have chosen, as a deed 

Of glory, to consume a rabid brood 

Of helpless dogs — of Christians ? He perceived 

Their mischief: in that knowledge was compelled 

To put forth all his might : — such Truth for him ! 

For me the bitter Truth, but too well known, 

That That which rules the world proceeds no more 

From yon crowned Palatine we look upon — 

That he whose brain administers the rule 

So sagely and so aptly to our needs 

Is yet no Roman,— wears, as wear he should. 

His diadem, his slippers of wrought gold. 

His robe of silver tissue, — from his throne 

Looks down upon the children of the time 

That kiss the dust he blesses with his feet. 

— What hath a Basileus to do with Rome ? 

Matemus 
Well, Paulus, hath the great Ventidius spoken. 
Whatever might have moved the Emperor once, 
Nothing but hate of Rome inflames him now. 
The gibes and freedom of the roaring crowd 
That choked his Triumph, and much more besides 
Borne to his ears yet rankles in his heart. 
Words were in vain. 
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Ventidius 
I disappoint you, Paulus ; 
Who disappoints not, in these days of ours, 
His foes and friends and, more than all, himself? 
A disappointing, disappointed age, 
Deceiving and deceived ' You worship Brutus : — 
You are the last of all the men I know 
To plunge a poignard into Caesar's heart ! 
Our Stoics are in tears, our poets prose, 
Our sages lose their ways in vales of song. 
We have not leam'd the play that we perform. 
We catch at truth by glimpses, just in time 
To turn us from a purpose, and our truest 
Are mostly those who disappoint us most 
— You'll tell me that these views are but the fruits 
Of age : — it may be that to own them is ! 

Africus 
'Tis certain that in private, with his friends, 
He rails at Rome and all her populace. 
And this great nest of Christians that he finds 
Annoys him. 

Secundus 
And no wonder ! Gods, to think 
Of Marcus and his brother ! 

Africus 

They at least 
Will trouble him no more. 
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Secundus 

They * — ^no, they feed 
Crows with their carrion, curse them. 

Matemus 

Nay, nay, nay 
Here on this terrace we have met them often. 
None can accuse of Christian leaning me : 
But, save for this great blot, no nobler minds 
Two nobler bodies have inhabited 
Than Marcus and his brother Marcellianus. 
This much at least I yield them. 

Secufidtis 

'Blot' zxA' noble I' 
Sir, we shall all be murdered in our beds, 
And what will you say then ? 

Matemus 

But little then. 

Secundus 
Sir, have a care — you mock me. 

[ Ventidius during this has seated himself by 
Faulay and given himself up to his own 
thoughts, 

Paula 

Noble sir, 
A harsh end followed on my first essay, 
Befits it that I ask you nothing more ? 

Ventidius 
Dear child, speak — ask me what you will. 
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Paula 

These Christians — 
How, sir, do you regard them ? 

Ventidius 

Dearest child, 
Even as I do the frightful swamp of crime 
That you and I, your parents and these guests, 
Were wantoning and wallowing in now, 
Unmoulded by the Majesty, the Faith, 
Purity, Wisdom, Aspiration, Strength, 
Of those great souls that gild the Roman Past 
These zealots scoff at 

I^ady, pardon me : — 
We sages earn your laugh at wandering minds 
Often ; — ^but you, — ^where travels your young spirit ? 
One leans beside you with her parted lips 
Ready to speak. 

\Myrrha has entered and is leaning over Patda, 

Paula 
What is it, Myrrha? 
\Myrrha^ bending down^ speaks inaudibly — 
Paula rises, 

Tertulla 

Child, 
What is it? 

Paula 
I am asked for, dearest mother : — 
Speak for me, father, to these noble guests 
And crave indulgence for me. \Exit. 
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Tertulla 

What? gone? gone? 

Paulus 
Trouble her not witli questions, my Tertulla. 



Scene VIIL — An Apartment in the House of Paulus, 

EUTROPIUS WAITING. 

Enter Paula 

Paula 
Sir? 

Eutropius (rising) 

You imagined, Lady, that one bold 
To pray you for your presence needs must prove 
Known to you. No. Yet, pray you bear with me. 

(Pauses.) 

Paula 

Sir, you would ask a boon ? You crave to see me 
Alone. I listen. 

Eutropius 

Be my preface brief. — 
Lady, however my entreaty move you. 
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Yield to no impulse that, ere yet your mind 
Hold to its own true light my sudden plea, 
Should prompt you to betray me with your voice 
Or hand : — Death waits upon your breath, O Lady ! 
Nay, fear no menace ! — do you what you will 
And you stand scatheless, but for me and those 
Your clients, whose petitioner I am. 
Death waits, obedient to a breath. 

Paula 

Whatever 
The tenor of your pra/r shall prove to be, 
I hold myself, sir, in command. 



Eutropius 
Paula 



I trust. 



You may. 

Eutropius 

Yet harder than you deem your task, 
And yet I trust. On those whom all you know 
Abhor and scorn, it lies in you to shower 
A priceless boon or launch a bolt of death — 
The Christians ! 

Paula 
You did well to seal my mouth. 

Eutropius 
I did but pray you hear me to the close : 
Then shall you lift or smite us as you will — 
You are free. Now, Lady, hear the boon. You 
knew — . . 
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Among the many that do homage here 

To one so honoured as your father, few 

Were honoured more, more favoured, than the Twain 

Whose shameful death a deathless crown we count — 

Marcus and Marcellianus : you have heard 

The story of their end : you have not heard 

The secret record of the way that led 

To light so glorious. With impunity 

We brave not the black tyrants of the air ! 

— Numb to the soul both cower'd in the gaol. 

No brain on fire for and no tongue to claim 

Their meed of faith !— Clear voices of the world 

Put off the thick speech of the wine of sin, 

Assumed of Sanity and solid Truth 

The sound, and call'd them back ! — If even the dead 

Will hear the voice of life and will return. 

Then and then only shall these Twain be saved ! — 

Lady, they were not left One open'd wide 

The dungeon-door that barr'd them from the free 

Spirit in whom is life, and back to life 

Caird the bright flame from their white ashes. They 

Went to their triumph. That heroic soul 

Who saved them for their Lord was too well known, 

High in the favour of the Emperor. 

' Have I not always,' grieved Augustus ask'd, 

' Above the rest of all mine officers 

Honour'd thee ? Wherefore hast thou disobeyed 

Mine orders and thus trampled on my Gods ? * 

'For thee,' replied he, * dear my lord, and thine, 

Ever to the Name I worship have I pray'd : 

True to thy service have I ever been : 
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Only thy false Gods can I never serve ! ' 

— Death was his sentence : to the stake they bound 

him, 

There, at the stake, with countless arrows pierced, 

They left him ; but at nightfall some of us 

Stole to the spot ; we would have borne him thence 

To burial Lady, yet he lived ! — he lives ! 

— To what safe covert from his angry foes 

Now might we bear him ? *• One there is,' I said, 

' Unknown to any but the inmates — (scarce 

To these) — of the great Paulus* Cselian house — 

Within the garden walls, all flourished o*er 

With laurel and innumerable leaves, 

A hidden hut : — convey him thither.' There 

He lies, sweet Lady, at your mercy, he 

And we. 

Paula 

My mercy ! what am I ? This house 
Looks to another for its guide than me. 

Eutropius 
Too much the temper of this house obeys 
Your touch to leave you free. 

Patda 

Immortal Gods ! 

Eutropius 
Bear with truth, Lady, though from my lips. 

Paula 

Gods ! 
Gods, if you try me with a monstrous dream, 
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Know that I cannot bear it any more ! 
Who then am I that you have never been 
With me as others, that with unknown woes 
Ever you find me out ? I will not bear 
The guilt of hiding from your Rome her foes, 
Neither of bloodshed will I bear the guilt 

Eutropius 

Bear with me, Lady ; — either one of these 
Lies in your power, — ^not both. 



Tormentor, enemy, 



Paula 

Why should I hear you more ? 

Eutropius 

Yet hear me more. 
Would that, instead of agonies unknown 
Marshaird about you by malignant gods. 
You felt the grace that singles you from all, 
And blessed that God whose miracle it is ! 

Paula 
Plotter J — The very death-bed of your friend 
Coldly have you used to compass with your net 
My soul, O Christian. You confirm the fame 
That makes you hateful in all honest eyes. 

Eutropius 

Lady, if I plot to win you to what I 
Think — (let it be that I but think)— to be 
Life, from the blackness of eternal death 
o 
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Delivered, is blame due to me from you ? 
What win I for myself? 

Paula 

And is it nothirg 
To tangle in your tribe of ignorants 
The child of Paulus ? 

Eutropius 

True it is we think 
No scorn of human want : nor is it, Lady, 
A creed below your high philosophy 
To hold that whom God fashioned to be men, 
Whatever He might please to let them want. 
Be it our wealth of gold or wealth of mind, 
He cuts not off from what most makes a man ; 
True is it that who lack our wealth of gold 
Or mind, claim most the riches of our heart — 
That whom your blind world tramples we revere ; — 
Yet were the child of Paulus one of us. 
Know she were neither our most learned nor 
Our noblest bom. 

Paula 

No maddest Mystery, 
Brought westward from the fount of plagues and 

creeds. 
But hath its names of note. 

Eutropius 

Find emperors 
Mad men the coolest of their councillors — 
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Their trustiest officers ? — * He breaks the law, 
And therefore must he suffer/ said the Prince, 
Condemning him of whom I spoke, his friend ; 
* But this shall be recorded — that uncharged, 
Unstained with any but his Christian fault, 
Sebastian dies.' 

Paula 
Sebastian ! 

Eutropius 

Lady, yes ! . 
And ^hat Sebastian whom you know. 

Paula 

Sir, why, 
Knowing we knew him, have you hid his name ? 

Eutropius 
The living grace I would have won for you 
Of having yielded merely to his need 
That which his name demands. 

Paula 

His name demands 
Truly of our house whatever aid it can ! 
Enough. What stands he first in need of? Ask 
And have it. We waste time. In saying so 
(And much beside I find it hard to hold) 
We waste yet more. What food ? medicaments ? 
Then let us hurry to the hut 
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Euiropitts 

O Lady, 
The widoVd bride of the dead Marcellianus 
Tends him .... 

Paula 
Then let us thither, now, at once. \Exeunt. 



Scene IX. — In the Hut: some days after. 
Sebastian and Eutropius 

Sebastian 
Reach me once more the syrup, ere again 
I speak. How often mine own voice I hear 
Bidding rebellious convalescents nurse 
Their doubtful strength : I dare not disobey 
Mine own old orders. I have had to clear 
My clouded mind — (and more than once) — of doubt 
Whether I tend upon this wounded man 
Who lies this helpless length within my tent. 
Or 1 myself lie wounded here indeed. 
— But you approve my purpose ? 

Eutropius 

Little know you 
The keenness of the pain that you inflict 
Asking my judgment 

Sebastian 
Should your love for me, 
O dearest, wish me less than perfect love, — 
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My feeble love made mighty to bear His 
In that dread act, of all we are and do, 
The most His own in us ? 

Eutropius 

— In martyrdom ! 
— Brother, you err ; I love you — three times yes 1 
But this keen pain — you know not where it lies. 
No matter : — I refuse not my reply. — 
Only put once more in your plainest words 
Your thought before me. 

Sebastian 

That I ne'er betra/d 
The secret of my heart while yet I moved 
Nearer the person of the Emperor, 
And ever nearer for the trust he had. 
Moves now no more than then my steady mind 
With weak compunction :— not less true but truer 
Than Ithat Sebastian whom he seem'd to trust 
Was I : all urged me, all the wise, ' Display 
Thy Christian faithfulness, thy Christian Faith 
Conceal, till Wisdom bid thee speak and save 
Perhaps the soul that now would have thy life 
For thy confession, while thou savest meanwhile 
The lives of many through thy power with him.' 
No frail regret for this ; but what remains 
Of all that held me silent through those years ? 
Where was that faithfulness if now I fail ? 
Yet would some urge me to conceal myself, 
Nor brave his wrath enkindled to a heat 
Surely (they say) seven times the heat it was 
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Through this evasion of my doom ; — why not — 
(For madly we regret the little-prized) — 
Robb'd of hi^ wrath by what he deem'd my death, 
And lifted by the love he bore me once 
Above himself? 

Eutrapius 
How many may you lose, 
Whom you, Confessor as you are, might win, 
By this forlorn attempt ! 

Sebastian 

God pity them ! 
What do I know of them and of their loss ? 
But O mine Emperor, to be what thou art. 
Set round with instant torments that I know 
And lost to being what thou shouldst have been ! — 
I know thee, spirit, and thy hell I know ; — 
Have pity on thyself ! I cannot bear it — 
How can you feel it, O Eutropius, you 
And those who bid me to forbear ? 1 feel, 
O Heaven ! Forbear I will not. I will speak — 
Speak to and save mine Emperor ! 

Eutropius 

Do my brother I 
Shall men be hearken'd unto more than God ? 

Sebastian 
Your voice re-echoes all I hear within. 
You too say * Shrink not'? 

Eutropius 

O, I do. 
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Sebastian * 

Reach hither, 
Beloved, reach thy hand, let mine to thine 
Speak for my speechless tongue. Entreat for me, 
O more than brother, at the sacred Fount 
Of this communion of our hearts and minds ! 

Eutroptus 

Then no still deep of evil seems to you 
To float my words ? 

Sebastian 

Of evil? What is this? 

Euiropitis 

As no provoker of a martyr zeal. 

To which I keep my cunning bosom cool, 

You, at least, read me? 

Sebastian 

Now, why this to me ? 

Eutroptus 

This have men thought me and have calFd me. How 
Know you it may not be ? 

Sebastian 

Beloved, spare me ! 
Why do you speak and pain me to the quick? 

Eutropius 

Enough. My question can have no reply. 
You never will believe me to be this, 
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Never — but neither would you though I were. 
You answer for the man your love conceives. 
The Judge must tell us how it is ; but who, 
Knowing himself, hath courage to appeal 
From man to Him ? I spoke of agony, 
The keenness of the pain you would inflict 
Demanding this my counsel. But enough. 
You see me in another mood to-day 
(If all be not put on to gain an end 
As many friends would tell you) than you know 
For mine. But look, — the forehead softens down, 
The smile (too subtle) to the lip returns. 

Sebastian 

And under all disguising I discern 

The marks of the Lord Jesus — on the brow, 

The side, the hands, the feet — and bless thee, dear ! 

Eufropius 

Let my hand speak, too, for my speechless tongue. 

\They are silent with clasped hands. Then 
Eutropius resumes. 
And now then when do you desire to see 
The Lady Paula? 

Sebastian 
Now. 

Eutropim 

Remember first 
Your ancient orders to rebellious friends 
Laid wounded in your tent, nor try the strength 
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That fhese few silent weeks, by God's decree, 
Have brought you strangely back, 

Sebastian 

The first approach 
That tries the nerve, demanding thoughtful art 
Lest our dull hand may wound an opening eye, 
I§ over. She hath heard me first proclaim 
The sacred symbol of the Faith. I trust 
To no deceitful momentary power 
Common to sickness, but the strength that dwells, 
AVith Peace eternal, in the words of God, 
The words I have to speaL I pray you, send her. 



Scene X. — The same. 
Sebastian, Paula, Irene. 

Paula 

To feel no more 
The formless cloud come down on all I do — 
To put where never it can reach me more 
The life that I have led within these walls. 
About these garden walks, among my books. 
Mute books, mute statues, and the littie things 
I know so well wherever I pursue 
Stair, corridor, or chamber — ^never see 
Again the unutterable mark mine eyes 
Have seen them wearing often ? 
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Sebastian 

Even so, 
Never again, dear Lady ; — and to be 
Sister of spirits that you know not of. 
But I know : — in the loud ways of the world 
You hear not neither see them in the blaze. 
The Saints of God and of His Christ ; — you think 
I speak of spirits of the air to you ; — 
Lady, the grasp of these this hand hath felt, 
These lips their lips ; — yet wear they mortal flesh, 
Many, — and many from our eyes have gone 
To love and rule us from an ampler realm, 
The children of the new race bom of Him 
Who, loving, helping, healing fellow-men 
And teaching in their houses, knew Himself 
Their God. 

Paula 

And all this He Himself, whatever 
Agonised lips implore him to disclose. 
In this unbroken silence that we feel 
Withholds? 

Sebastian 

O Lady, if the soundless void 
Be ever other than an awful * Hush ! ' 
Bidding us hearken otherwhere than where 
Our ears are open 1 But if voice you ask 
Beyond mine own, what, Lady, if a voice 
The master of a spell mine may not own, 
Have spoken ? I have spoken 
Of tablets that would follow me from Rome. — 
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He gave his soul to Christ from these mine arms, — 
Sweet Lady ! you shall learn it from himself 
And whom he pray'd for. Here it is — the letter! 
Look ! his own hand — Csecilius. 

Paula {starting up) 
Caecilius ! 
[She does not read the letter y but, deadly pcUe^ 
fixes her gaze on it for several minutes, then 
speaks. 
Never hath heart of man, you told me, known 
The pang your Thom-crown'd heals not with his 

balm — 
Nor He nor any from this heart of mine 
Shall chase the venom 1 

[She files from the hut. 

Sebastian 

Lady, lady Irene, 
What have I said ? what have I done ? This weak- 
ness .... 
Easily wanders from its way my mind — 
Amongst those memories of the Saints I felt 
Her image and these walls and you and you 
Fade — her voice caird me. What have I said? 
What? 

Irene 

Nay, 
Trouble not, sir, your mind with any grief, 
You have no need. Fall back upon your pillow, 
You cannot bear this labour. Be at rest, 
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Let sleep take hold upon your weary brain. 
You will. Look, Myrrha, look — a miracle — 
Into what balmy slumber in a moment 
Fallen — ^a babe of Heaven ! 

Myrrha 

A miracle ! 
Lady Irene, may I leave you now? 
My lady would not bear to know me near 
I know — ^but I must be within her call — 
I must The sufferer sleeps, you will not need me. 

Irene 
Go, my good girl 

Myrrha 

Poor lady ! — who believed 
She loved Caecilius with so fierce a love I 
So placid her complacence in her gain 
That brief and light one could but think would prove 
The anguish of her loss. Strange I {Exit 

Irene 

Ah, poor Paula ! — 
A med'cinable ill were only that ; 
What if the name of poor Caecilius roused 
Another, in the darkness of your heart. 
Sown in an hour when you knew not of it. 
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Scene XI. — In the Emperot^s Garden, A bower. 

Parmeno and Geta with wine before them. 
Moonlight, 

Parmeno 

Tis Setelsensis — ^by the terrace-arch 
Beyond the fountain, he draws hither ; ' 

Geta 

— ^Throws 
Across the silver of the path a shade 
No blacker than himself. 

Parmeno 

His Spanish beard 
Visibly blackens with his Spanish moods. 

Geta 
No worthier ever served or ever ruled 
Than Setelsensis. 

Parmeno 
Aye, or gloomier ; — 

Geta 

Aye, 

Or brighter when it pleased him ; here he is 
And we shall have the story from his mouth. 

{Enter Setelsensis 
— Shall hear the story from your mouth, we say, 
O Setelsensis :— but rebuke us not 
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For hurrying on your point before the time, 
For clownish non-discernment of the true 
Proportion of events : — dispose yourself, 
And take such sips of wine as just befit, 
Then tell us all and how it came about 

Setelsensis {as he pours a few drops in libation) 

To Those who give us counsel in our need, 
Who teach us when to think and when to jest. 
But above all to Those with whom it lies 
To bear us hence from this unhappy Rome, 
Where'er it be to 1 

Farmeno 
What now ? 

Setelsensis 

Diocletian 
Is not himself. I would to God we sat 
Pinch'd round a campfire in the northern snows — 
An3rwhere out of Rome. 

Geta 
This comes of what 
We wait for : — tell us how it came about. 

Setelsensis 
Then listen : — I am glad to speak about it. 
Why was I doom'd to see it and be vext 
And troubled ? In the golden hall at noon 
We formed to guard thence to the Capitol 
The Emperor. Late he came and wan he look'd. 
Then we set out along the quiet hall, 
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I near him with medicaments at hand — 

(More than once fingered to be sure of them 

In case of any need that seem'd too near) — 

Till out we came upon the steps. T look'd 

To see if change of hue or twitch of mouth 

Confessed annoyance at the crowd below. 

The shouts of battle never touch'd him ; — ^these 

That issue from the lips of ribald Rome 

Gore him. Good Jove, the hubbub ! How they 

crushed 1 
Over their heads, some twenty paces off, 
The horns and trumpets of a wizen'd quack 
Dinn'd from his wheeFd erection — in a trice 
Round came all faces like a flash of vanes 
In Caius' factory, on a gusty day, 
Out in the Murcian valley. One sharp fool, 
An oxymoms in much yellow flesh, 
Enough a fool to trust his tooth and jaw 
In hands like these, but sharp enough to slip them 
Out at the first excuse, tripp'd suddenly 
The poor impostor up, tripp'd down himself 
And joined the shouting and the mob ; — the horns 
And trumpets bellow'd for their own delight. 
Then we descended. The Praetorians 
Kept clear the way before us, but of these 
One^I protest that I can hardly say 
Whether I tell you what indeed I saw, 
Or what since then my fancy hath supposed, — 
So blurr'd my memory) — from behind me stole 
Round by my right and faced the Emperor. 
I saw the perfect semblance of the dead 
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Sebastian ! — (From this time my memory serves) — 
I wonder'd who would break the silence first : 
I tum'd and look'd upon the Emperor ; he 
Stared, as all stared, on the Praetorian : — 

* O my great liege, O Diocletian,' 

The voice began. ... * You are Sebastian ! ' 

Broke out our sovran lord. The other said, 

' I am indeed Sebastian, whom my God 

Halh wonderfully rescued from thy hands 

To testify before thiee of His Christ, 

And plead for those thy vengeance' hath condemned, 

Unknowing, dear my' .... Though no voice broke 

short 
His words, he ceased ; unutterable pain 
Clouded the beauty that we knew, his eyes 
Still dwelling in strange silence on his Prince : 
I wonder'd what the meaning was and looked : 
A dreadful change had pass'd upon the Prince, 
Red anger wasted his diminished face — 

* Go bear him hence and beat him dead with clubs ! ' 
He shouted ; with clench'd fist he fought the air. 
And this the man he loved so ! Get us hence. 

Ye Gods, from Rome, ere everything we know 
Hath gone to pieces and we with it. 

Parmeno 

Where, 
In Rome, Spain, Gaul, or Greece, or where you will. 
Hath man whereon to rest his hope ? 

Setelsensis 

Tut, sir, 
You take it you will see to-morrow mom, 
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Or long enough your face were. Blind enough 
You may be, but you do not feel the dark 
Dead-black upon your eyeballs. 

Gda 

And you think .... 

SeUlsensis 
Just nothing — ^just not anything — ^just nothing ! 

Parmeno 

There is our star between the cypress tops. 
Another cup all round and then we go. 



Scene XII. — The Hut Irene watching at the door. 
Night, 

Irene 

By this way only can he come returning, 
The faithful father, from his toil. This long 
Delay — (the first bird in a litde while 
Will wake up in the bower and waken all) — 
Means it her life or death ? I pray, I pray, — 
Lord, let my mind not roam from instant pray'r ! 
Pray for me, let mine eyes not droop as yours 
Closed in that garden, Peter, James, and John, 
And pray for her, sweet Saints. Ah me, ah me 1 
p 



y Google 



210 SEBASTIAN: 

Whom can I summon to my Paula's aid ? 

My Marcellianus — yes, your little one 

It is — your bride, — you will not chide, — you know 

How well the midnight air, the sleepless watch, 

Befit me now, and open skies above. 

While others take the care I used to take, 

Tenderly shrinking to the chamber's warmth ! 

You will not chide me back. Ah, dearest, hear me — 

How can I pray that her Sebastian hear ? 

Must it not be that you discern our hearts. 

Sweet Saints, whene'er we call you ? Marcellianus, 

You need no pray'r to open mine to you. 

You know what hinders that I may not pray 

To, him — pray you the more because you know ! 

— Hark ! the good father. 

\She stands by the open door until the Priest 
approaches. 

Father 1 

Eutropius 

You, my child ? 

Irene 

O father, they have found him ! 

Eutropius 

Have found whom ? 

Irene 

Martyr'd Sebastian — ^by the current borne 
Beyond the city. There Lucina found him, 
And thence hath borne him. 
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Eutropius 

Praise the Lord ! And you 
Met me to tell me this, child ? 

Irene 

Tell me, father, 
O tell me of my Paula. 

Eutropius 

You have pray'd 
Here at the shrine, O dear one, of the Saint 
You tended. . . . 

Iretie 

Not to him, O father. 



Not? 



Eutropius 

Why tell me this? 

Irene 
Among the miracles 
Of God and pray'r, dear father, dare untruth, 
However dim, abide a moment ? 

Eutropius 

Daughter, 
Happy the heart that felt, the tongue that spoke, 
Your answer that was Heaven's ! But tell me now 
Why you besought not succour from the Saint. 
Nay, then I know. Take comfort All will yet 
Be well. The agony this night hath veil'd 
Shall never be in vain with Him Who bled 

P 2 
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In dark Gethsemane. The tangled woe, 

No change that Time could ever learn to bring 

Should ever have unravell'd. He shall loose 

To perfect rapture in its hour ! But come, 

My child, — this should not be — ^this sleepless watch. 

Sleep is of Him. And yet I dare not blame. 

Go. And His peace be with you. Fare-you-well. 
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PAN; OR, THE MYTH OF EUBULUS. 



Place k Tout ! Je suis Pan ; Jupiter, k genoux ! 

Victor Hugo, Le Satyre. 

OvV &pa 6 0€($s, ivti^ i,yaB6sy Tcdvrwv &i/ ^tj curios, 
&s oi TToWol \4yov<riv. 

Plato, Republic. 



EuBULUS saw that feast for Dion spread, 

How godlike Dion died Eubulus saw. 

In strife of wrathful schools no charm for him 

The solitary seeker ! — ^The still caves, 

The windy cliffs, dark forests, forest-dells — 5 

(Perennial virgin hamits of Summer Hours) — 

Blasts, voices, visions, labours, crags and skies, 

And snows,,and flames, and darkness that huge ^Etna 

Lifts from the world, he mix'd with. There it was 

This myth came to him that of Pan he made, — 10 

Of Pan on empire bent, with Zeus dethroned, — 

His pangs, and all that suffered in his woes. 

In Catana he sang it : — Hearken ye !^- 
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No echo in all Maenalus had never 
Sweird the full anthem when rough Pan would breathe 
The rapture of the moment on his reeds ; i6 

But still to one deep valley waird about 
With hoaiy cliffs that up from earth to Heaven 
Went sheer, his Presence clung. Serener glens 
Here and warm glades of brighter sward than studs 20 
Valley or mountain all Arcadia through, 
From boundless shade broke soft of savage wood, 
Where Darkness teem'd and Death, where poining 

floods 
Were heard for ever, where chill mists were felt 
To wander, and, too sad for mortal ear, 25 

Sigh'd the lone regions of the mournful reed. 

No ear for mournful reed or ppuring flood 
Had Pan. Where once a roaring torrent, now 
From age to age an unremember'd voice. 
Had bored a channel through the wasted cliff, 30 
Behind one stubborn rock unyielding yet. 
There had he wedged him. His brute limbs behind 
Lay like a slaughtered victim's, thrice as huge. 
But out, before, his shoulders and his face 
Were thrust. All night — (here never the deep shade 
Of night, so dense the forest o'er his lair, 36 

Departed) — ^all night long, as mute he lay. 
No balm of all that o'er the blissful eyes, • 
However sleepless, of immortal Gods 
Steals, on the burning eyes of Pan had fallen ; 40 
Of Syrinx, of lost Syrinx, of white limbs 
Back from the wonder of a God resumed 
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To nothing — to be never any more — 

So rapt he mused, so prison'd from all dreams 

In mere despair ! At sense of dawn he shrank, 45 

I'hen, touch'd with comfort that no dawn could 

pierce 
The shade, stared on before him up the gloom. 

Noon, holy noon, flamed silent o'er the world. 
Ungovernable agony of heart 

So heaved the brawny chest, the tightened flanks 50 
Of the pent god, that, with such strain borne down, 
The stubborn crag that bound him burst, and, rolling 
Over, had settled on dull sod below 
Just as the distant echoes caught the crash : — 
Faint echoes, but with presage on their tongues, 55 
For the arrested silence of a sound 
To come ! One breathless moment, and the God^ 
Close crouched as erst diffused, his monstrous head 
Held down between his hands, from out the mouth 
Of that his secret cavern, the black shades 60 

About his awful Sanctuary, gave 
The groan of worlds death-doom'd that learn their woe. 

And pain at such a sound rack'd all the steeps, 
And horror stared in all the woods, and hoarse 
Down wounded gorges thunder'd hopeless falls, 65 
And the flowers died, and o'er his rocky throne 
A ragged wing the stricken eagle droop'd. 
Nor dared to dart his eye toward the sun, 
And cold in far recesses of his den 
The voiceless lion trembled, 70 
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Out beyond 
The portals of the valley moved the bruit, 
The whisper, the low murmur of the moan 
Of Pan. The shepherd heard it : evil shapes 
Marr'd with a dreadful change his noonday dream, 
From noonday sleep the burdened reaper woke 75 
Amazed, and in the distance, by the gate 
Even of the embattled walls and fanes and towers — 
The city and acropolis divine 
Whereto all worship in that region tiuu'd, — 
The warder at the rumour started up, 80 

And all her murmuring people, all that breathed 
Within her, from the chambers of her lords 
To the hot sheds of her mechanic slaves. 
With sudden horror shook and panic fear. 

As one that from a sleep which is prolonged 85 
(Such sleep as ancient legends tell for true) 
Till all his peers are ashes in their urns, 
Aroused, perceives on his bewilder'd brain. 
Veiled eyes, reluctant nerves, and labouring feet. 
The burden of lost years he knows not of; 90 

So rose from where, till set of sun since noon. 
Anguish had held him bound in speechless trance, 
The Priest — for that rich city the clear voice 
Of praise and of petition daily due 94 

To Heaven, when dawn first broke or night, as now. 
Drew near; — death-pale before the fane he stood ; 
In ghastly show yet once again the huge 
Victim, it seem'd, sank dead beneath his feet, 
Nor seem'd it that yet ever through the lips 
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Of one whose face his righteous heel had bum'd 100 

To tread with asp and adder in the dust, 

The deadlier venom of a falser word 

Had dropped than, blessing in his priestly course 

The people and confirming sacred souls 

With ghostly rumour of aethereal names, 1 05 

His own had utter'd. The dissolving curse, 

Upon flawed man denounced, his daunted flesh 

Discovered. The dun pillar slowly drawn 

Up from the flaming altar high to Heaven, 

Through the void stillness of that golden eve, no 

He saw, and swoon'd, and fell. 

Within a grove. 
Apart, the Temple of the Muses stood. 
Sweet was it here at early dawn to roam. 
With virgin Hope to roam, a child of light. 
Led by the stainless Nine. O utter bliss .115 

With young and hallowed eyes at such an hour 
To feed on rapture and the shapes new-bom, 
Along the temple-wall in order limn'd. 
Of Gods on thrones and sister sovereignties, 
Maiden or wedded, of immortal Gods, 120 

And ancient bards and heroes standing here 
On earth, as in the light they stand above ! 
Much of the tale divine was yet to come. 
Set was the Master's scaffold : even its swathes 
A mystic charm maintained ; nor miss'd young eyes. 
That lingered, for their worship, — (ere the dews 1 26 
In golden mist had melted from the lawns) — 
Sight of the godlike train — disciples, friends, 
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And senators proud only to be near — 

That brought the limner daily to his toil ; 130 

And, god of all, the man himself divine. 

Such bliss to eyes of happy youth had been — 
Had been ! — Vain task to linger now it were. 
Vision of any shalt thou wait in vain, 
O youth ! Faint shadows of departing feet 135 

Began (so many days the labour stood) 
To haunt the still ascents of marble stairs. 
And trouble moved the city, and pale looks 
Of doubt were seen, and many murmurs heard, — 
Besieging with loud sound the lustrous halls 140 

Wherein the Master dwelt. Had fever touched 
The perfect hand curled passive in his lap. 
The subtle forehead o*er the other bow'd ? 
No fever of the dogstar and the fen. 
No malady obedient, I ween, 145 

To taste of aught that human art can mix 
Or subtle front had sered or perfect hand. 

* Bring,' he made answer to the murmuring crew, 

* Not here to me your wonder at delay, 

But take it ye to where the shapes ye want 150 

Are bom, the fountain mine explores in vain. 
The All, the None — for which of these is name 
To that which foulest foul as fairest fair 
Still owns, — ^is all that are and none that is — 
Gives for a moment, takes away for ever, — 155 

Aspires and mocks — the fiery purpose still 
Forges that issues in our work inspired 
And whelms the issue still with all disdain, 
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Ere years have yet had time to make it dust ? 

What space is here for any work of mine ? 160 

** Charm us," say ye, " to us thy work is sweet " ? 

— Charm ye yourselves, or let another charm I 

Not bom in any world ye choose to feign 

Were they, the Beings of my love. Set not 

This hand, I tell you, to a lower task.' 165 

And eyes suffused with anger on the men 
He lifted. They with rebel wrath and fear 
Inflamed, yet silent, swept from where alone, 
Sitting, he heard all day the fountain plash. 
And felt the changing, light that filFd his halls 170 
Steal one by one his wasted hours away. 
While yet his pajlid feet refused to leave 
Their stool, and his great labour in the grove 
Began to seem a work of other days. 
And less and less to many minds it seem'd 175 

Matter of moment that one vision more 
Should charm them in the temple of the Muse. 

And still from day to day, from hour, at times. 
To hour, each mass of stone and slender shaft 
In temple or in house within the walls, 180 

Shook with the one same thunder that had thrill'd — 
(Beneath one purest light of azure heaven) — 
The forest leaf, the mountain crag, the blue 
Lake and the heart of every man that heard. 

For prison'd in his horror of all light, 185 

And in that gloom on gloom that o'er his lair 
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Weighed down, the great hom'd God his rugged head 
Held lower than he lay, and to the deep 
Sonorous cavern underneath him gave 
His breath of searching fire and awful moans. 190 

The hour it was of midnight. Still he lay. 
Such soften'd splendour of the moon as cool'd 
Burnt crags and eased the heat of budding woods, 
To this tormented heart brought down at least 
Some weariness of passion, some remote 195 

Desire — (among desires that, ever vain, 
Storm'd the stem gate of still Necessity) — 
Of peace. The noise of his loud waterfalls 
Came back once more and sounded in his ears ; — 
Louder and louder in his open ears, 200 

As if that ancient torrent, mute so long, 
Foamed hither from its fountain bom anew. 
He listened. His hot eyes he tum'd to see. 
Sheen filPd them as thrown cool from snowlike foam. 
Upon a ledge before him sat reveal'd, 205 

Sedge-crown'd, in raiment with such pearly tints 
Touched here and there as hardly dye the bow 
Made by the moon, some sister as it seemed 
Of those who bid the mighty waters spring 
From Maenalus, and rein them, and control 210 

In sacred bounds their rapture and their force, — 
The Naiads. Seem'd but was not Loftier power 
She in the semblance of a Naiad veiled. 
No height from her pure eyes glad Heaven withheld, 
Nor gave in vain its holy name to her — 215 

Urania I Crouching o'er himself, the God 
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Beheld. Her clearest eyes she fix'd on his, 

She spake : * The moonlit dell whose tender moss 

And trees and rocks of softest shadow wait 

To hear a softer note than any breath 220 

Can breathe but Pan's — the wizard cliffs that call 

On Pan to watch their daring in the dawn, 

On Pan to shout their shouts back through the roar 

And clouds and fires of tempest — the pure well 

To the smooth darkness of whose liquid green, 225 

In secret wood embowered, the pipe of Pan 

Hath lured the shepherd from the drouth of noon, — 

The sunset and the reedbeds and the river — 

Where are the haunts of Pan that mourn not now 

Through hours that bring not him ? To Pan the God 

Say is it sweet yet any more to win 231 

Down from her virgin choir to lonely dells 

With subtle spell the pensive Nymph and hound 

The lost one, dead with shame now, from his haunts 

With laughter ? Is it sweet yet any more 235 

To scale with firightful yell the shuddering gorge, 

A host of Fauns behind him, sweet to rend 

Shamed rocks and woods with echoes of his scream 

At tales that make the Satyrs prick their ears 

And squat with pendent lip and hellish eye 240 

Obscene, unsightly? — All the haunts he loved 

Deserted, his delights found void of joy 1 

Pan stricken with such woes as weed away 

The growths of Time nor harm the sum of all ! — 

What part have woes like these in such a God ? 245 

If less it seem than full divinity 

One issue from the universe of things 
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To leave unclaimed, unowned — (and dream thou not, 

O Pan, unknown in Heaven thine inmost dream 

Of universal rule) — what verge is here, 250 

What space is here for one disabling woe ? 

Lies Pan discovered here no Son of Heaven? 

O rather Son of Heaven because to thee 

The curse it were of an eternal death 

To miss the perfect joy that is divine ! 255 

What joy, O Pan, for thee ? Abhorr'd she not 

As loathlier far to life than aught of dread 

In grave and worm and Death and Hell, to be 

That which thou would'st have made her? — rather 

borne 
(O terror !) like a wild wind all that way 260 

Before the flaming eyes the nearing touch 
Of thy piu^uit down Ladon's sandy marge 
Even to the breathless end ! If altar-flames 
Innumerous die not seeking vainly thee. 
Nor countless pray'rs be quenched and cursed desires 
That press to thee for universal aid, 266 

Where can one altar bum for thee and her ? 
How rise one pray'r to both ? What joy for thee 
Whose height of bliss the Truth of Love disowns ? ' 

She spoke. As caught, as held in fiery bonds 270 
Of shame and fear and horror, at her feet 
Pan shook. She luU'd the fire. The very sleep 
That veils a mortal eye before the stars 
On these hot brows she pour'd. A Dream she drew 
Up from the dusk behind its gate of horn 275 
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Majestic, sombre. O'er the head it hung 
Of Pan. 

Whereat such gloom as never yet 
The hom'd gloom-haunter or with blinded eye 
Or fear-invaded heart — (such fear as wont 
To rasp with pleasure his rough sense and force 280 
Up his long throat low laughter) — had once known 
Received him. Loud his ears sang. Thunder-groans 
Terrible, as uprooted from the vast 
Breasts of enormous natures fit to lift 284 

Whole worlds on ampler shoulders, followed groans 
Upon their boundless passage through the gloom 
For ever without echo. As he heard, 
His own fierce arms, clenched hands, he would have 

toss'd ; — 
He knew not where they were, — against his side. 
Or, feebly touched with his huge agony, 290 

Far off about the dark. The drear abode 
Of that abortive brood of Gods unreal, 
Whereto his own right hand had help'd to hurl 
The rebels on whose ruin his own Heaven 
And all the aethereal homes his Brethren held ^95 
Arose — its fiery chains, its glare of eyes, 
Ere yet eternal darkness closed them in — 
He knew. 

But o'er his head that gentle Dream 
Lower and nearer, as Urania bade, 
BoVd down, and, eyed with glories undisplay^d, 300 
Were seen Its sombre wings about It drooped 
A little o'er the sleeper, as It wrought. 
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Brooding, Its secret changes in the realm 
Of vision. 

For it seem'd that from a river, 
Fresh from whose wave dripp'd yet his hairy lip, 305 
With labour he crawl'd up. A land he saw 
Wliich flowed with living light, a summer clime. 
Where, under lucent crags that strew'd the foot 
Of some piure mountain summit rapt away 
Whither he knew not — from his bank not far — 310 
A golden wood rose fair from knoll and mead, 
About whose glowing verge, berieath whose boughs. 
High Beings, sole and group'd, or lay or roam'd. 
In cloudless aether bright, their sovran souls 
As cloudless, and great odes, divinely breathed 315 
Up, with loud harps, among the distant crags — 
With harps and flutes and mingled echoes clear — 
He heard. A silent moment followed sweet. 
Among his creeping curls an air he felt. 
Though scarcely from their calm the tall reed- tops 
Moved, their innumerous voices none the less 321 
Had seized his wondering ear, — to any ear 
Soon lost, so soon the breeze had died away, 
Soon lost to any ear, but potent yet 
With noiseless touch all senses to suspend. 325 

Such sound, it seem'd, he must have heard before. 
He tum'd his ear to listen. He lay rapt ! 
— Before him, on the margin of the stream, 
Alone, from all retired — (in every curve 
And line of unveil'd limb the light, the bloom, 330 
The power of eternal youth and perfect Heavens, 
Her golden hair a glory round her) — lay 
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A Goddess. On one palm that press'd the sward 

She lay. The other hand above her knee 

Was listening, like her lips and like her eyes, 335 

Till those harmonious reeds speak once again. 

Mute these. And dim confusion began veil 

His eyes : but ere all vanish'd in the drowse 

Of slumber, a clear voice had cried above, 

* Look upward, O lost Pan, from thy despair ! 340 

Against the Gods is no Necessity, 

She wars with godless will. Fear thou her not. 

The Loveliness that vanish'd from thine eyes — 

To no near Shape of Hell, upstarting rough 

By Ladon, open here — for evermore • 345 

Among the deeds of Heaven as Heaven beholds 

Their glory, unconfused with mortal fumes. 

Dawn by clear dawn her deathless youth renews 

Where none can more deny the living breath 

Of Love eternal than eternal Life ! ' 350 

— Thick fell the dews of sleep. A formless trance 

Whelm'd all the God till dawn. 

If ever now, 
At eve, a wandering whisper — (more he deems 
Than mortal) — reach the shepherd, he but starts 
And lifts his eyes toward Heaven, and firmer treads. 
Immortal rapture on each forehead sits 356 

Uplifted round the altar. Passing fair 
Are all the shapes of Gods and shapes of men 
Limn'd on the Muses' fane, but if thou dread 
The pang of poet's spirit bound to earth, 360 

Leave the last visions on the wall unseen. 
Q 
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Argument. 



Jonathan, with dark forebodings, watches the host of the 
Philistines encamped around Shunem. — He is joined by Abner, 
who declares that David is in the Philistine camp. — He dis- 
i^redits it at first : then recognises, in the friend of his love, God's 
Avenger. — Abner takes him to the tent of Michal, that she 
may be induced to soothe her father with the Art which she has 
learned from David. — She proves too terror-stricken ; but when 
she learns that David is at hand her feeling of comfort restores 
her compassion for her father and she offers to go. — The high- 
minded Abner reads her heart and is outraged; he launches 
forth into an invective against David as the destroyer of the 
kingdom and the enemy of the kinsman whom he loves and 
honours. — Jonathan replies. — Michal left to a passionate dream 
of David's return to her, Abner and Jonathan proceed to the 
King's tent : they find it empty and search the camp for him. — 
Abner discovers a soldier who has accompanied the King to 
Endor. — This man, with fear and trembling, narrates the ad- 
venture. — The two return to the tent of the King.-^Saul is 
there.— He unfolds, in a soliloquy, his life of weakness, doubt, 
recourse to God, and miraculous signs, followed by his quarrel 
with Samuel, whom he believes to have inflicted on him a curse 
in secret which blasted the delight he had in David and filled 
his mind with evil voices. — Jonathan presents himself. — Saul 
prays that his son will not leave him. — ^Jonathan would only bid 
his child farewell. — Saul, knowing (through the witch) that such 
farewell must be for ever, cannot bear to think of it, and would 
dissuade him. — Abner interrupts with a passionate speech in 
which he endeavours to fashion out of Saul the King that he 

Q2 
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needs. — Saul's lucid moment is gone — he imagines himself back 
in the witch's cave and re-enacts the scene of his vision of 
Samuel. — Exhausted he sleeps. — A voice without denouncing 
woe. — Abner holds a council, endeavours to spur Ephraim by 
jealousy of Judah. — The hermit — His dream of the heathen 
and the Hebrew kings. — Saul's comfort in failure lost in 
jealousy. — ^Jonathan with Mephibosheth.* He offers himself for 
his father. — The march to meet the foe. — Saul armed for the 
battle.— Let the bards of Philistia tell the tale of it.— Saul 
attempts his own destruction : and recognises in the result a 
fitting conclusion of his life. — He dies by the hand of an 
Amalekite. 



^Vhom erst, with thunder arm'd, a nation fled 

All down Bethoron pass with shout and shriek — 

That Jonathan, SauPs son — (as hardly now 

Of nerve and might the summer air to bear 

Blown faintly up from Shunem shrill with cries 5 

Of revel) — on Gilboa crouch'd alone. 

From all her cities pour'd, her temple-gates 
Of Dagon, of Beelzebub — from those 
Black groves, worse nests of woe, round gilded fanes 
Wherein the throned Astarte, kiss'd with light 10 

Gem-bom, suffused with breathing fragrance, — dim, — 
Her lustful likeness on the trembling soul 
Inflicts — Appearance she the direst far 
Of all that eye detects, discerning clear 
The spectral end of all, in human things, — 1 5 

(Wrath fired the prince's eye, pain blanched his 

cheek) — 
O forth, by thousands pour'd, from all of these 
Northward to Esdraelon . . . (broken now 
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The spell that bound them since the dreadful days 

Of Michmash and of Elah) . . . o'er the steep 2 o 

Of Shunem swarm'd Philistia. Through her gates 

Dark rumours of all Israel overthrown 

By insurrection, of that royal head 

Gigantic Saul had lifted crown'd and casqued 

As Sinai when his God Ht up the storm, 25 

Now by that God below the lowest boVd, 

Now in the dust-drift of His anger lost, 

Have rent the scorching seal from off her heart, 

Have burst the gates that barr'd her in her towns, 

Have trick'd anew the pride upon her horn. 30 

As back from hills eye sees not, — yea, beyond 
The cloud of Time that veils the morrow night 
When victors part the spoil and shout the song — 
Retum'd — ^keen echoes ... (to the bone that pierced, — 
The skeleton of Death we bear within) ... 35 

Sounded to that worn Prince the distant cries 
Of revel 

The wide reach of fiery wings, 
^Whereon that godless host from Sharon sail'd, 
At fest o'er wooded Shunem trailing now 
He viewed : he closed his eyes, closed firm his ears 40 
With both hard hands press'd close, — ^heard therefore 

not 
Draw near him, whom the least of all his people 
He would hear, whom his soul the most abhorr'd, 
Toward whom, in this dark hour of wrath divine, 
With threefold opposition his fierce soul 45 
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Went forth — the Captain of his father's host — 
Abner. He heard no footstep. * Son of Saul ! ' 
Said Abner. Jonathan started * Son of Saul/ 
The Chief continued, * thou surve/st their host, — 
Whom deem'st thou these come up against thy sire? 
— I tell thee that whoever of our tribes • 50 

Communing alone with sin hath found it sweet. 
And broken from his people, from his fear 
Of Saul his God's anointed, joins to-night 
The uncircumcised marauder — at their head 
Thy David 1 ' 

Unuplifted spoke the Prince: . 55 

* Afar from them that round Gilboa watch 
Our David sleepeth.' 

But the Captain said, 

* Eyes sent by thee to spy the foe they were 
That saw him ; — over Aphek march'd the lords, 
David and Achjsh led the rear.' 

* Enough ! '— 60 
O but high now rose up the Prince to speak — ^ 

' Be it, I tell thee, as thou wilt, O Chief,— . 

The bale-fire of King David yonder glares, 
Lo ! with the Lord's Avenger marches he ! ' 

But Abner on the rock stamp'd fiercely out 65 

His answer : * Ho, the pallor of that hue, 
The olive pallor of a day new-dead, 
May deaden well thy visage, O thou, thou, 
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Friend of thy fether's foe, whom the Lord curse ! 
— Peace ! — ^War with thee I came not here to wage ! 
Hence to the pavilion of the King, 7 1 

Lest with what voices ever haunt his ear 
This rumour mingle, and he stalk abroad 
And rouse the troubled host and make it rave 
As herds that snufF their slaughter. For such hour 
Was Michal with her harp hither allured, 76 

Even by the song she leam'd — (why peer at me, 
What recks it if her David taught the song ?) — 
To chalm this evil spirit. Seek with me 
Thy sister: call her to the King.' 

For the tent 80 
Of Michal made the warriors. In the tent 
The low flame trembled o'er the untended lamp 
Dying, but where upon her arm she boVd 
Obscure, still gloWd, as embers through the gloom, 
Fires here and there : — the golden armlet, golden 85 
Coronet Michal wore of one who loves 
A monarch. Ever on some hidden harp 
Teasing an angry discord, still she sat, 
Till heavily, to rouse her from her trance, 
Stamp'd with his arm'd foot, Abner. 

High she rose ; 
With silent oil the dying lamp she brimm'd ; — 91 
Lit up the two dark chiefs, her own wan face ; — 
Stood waiting. — Abner spoke ; — ^the voice to her 
Of agonies too dreaded to be fear'd ! — 
* Bring,' he said, * Michal, bring thy harp and harp 95 
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Before thy father.' As to find her couch 
Vainly the air she finger'd : she replied, 

* Long h&ve I sojoum'd with you, why to-night?' 
And hoarsely Abner answered, ' Of the nights 
Thy soul hath known what night was like to this ?. 

A night of nights, and lest at some dark hour loi 

He lift his hand up.' ... At that word, that one, 

Out of its golden clasp her massy robe 

She tore, she flung it wide. * O hand,' she shrieked, 

' O red right hand erst lifted so to spear 105 

The flesh I love, the flesh of David ! ' ' Now,* 

More hoarsely mutter'd Abner, * if some spell 

Hath blown this blinding fever in her eyes. 

Be this deliverance ! — Where yon tented foe 

Bums to lay level with the dust our name no 

There is thy David — there ! ' Her wondering eyes 

She roird upon her brother — ' Even there,' 

He answer'd, * have iniquity and wrath 

From Heaven set David — even as Abner saith.' 

— * O take me to my father ! ' Michal said. 115 

* Thee, thee,' the captain of the host roar'd, * thee ! ' 
(Too clearly to the secrets of her heart — 

Pain banish'd by the joy of David near. 

Frail pity for her father, warm'd to life 

By fostering beams of evil joy, — his eye 120 

Had pierced) — * take thee to comfort in his grief 

Thy father, and dispel an evil Power ! 

Thee ! But, O woman, go and hide away 

A deadlier spirit than a song constrains. 

Nor dare face thou thy stricken father or — 125 

Thy God ! ' 
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In vain she pleaded : from between 
His fangs forth foam'd fierce curses o'er the name 
She loved ; vain Jonathan's unmanacled 
Anger — ' Our David is our greater ! ' Yet 1 29 

He mock'd him — * Would to God that, ere this hour, 
That ere this dread night-season, thou hadst learnt 
By how much greater ! but thou yet mayst learn, 
Thrust off thy throne by smoothest traitor, what 
Wide realms beyond thy range a man may rule 1 ' 
And * Let this Abner,* SauPs son said, * go rule 135 
What realms of blood and terror, yea, what waste 
He will ! My David, be it ours to range, 
As now, one realm for ever, soul with soul ! 
Yea, was it thine or mine which spared my father 
In wild Engedi ? — ^Would that other men 140 

Had spared him, neither deadly trespass done 
Setting my father on the throne of God ! ' 
— A bark, a bray of laughter loud and long 
Closed with a savage roar of earnest rage 
He had for Abner's answer — * Trespass done ! 145 
And deadly ! — deadly. Prince, if so thou wilt 
The crimes that need a king ! ' — His double brows 
In one black mass of wrath together met — 
No laughter more — * Must God Himself,' he cried, 
* Descending, bow His Heavens beneath His feet. 
Suddenly darken heads of lone ravines, 151 

Outwatch the set spark of the murderer's eye, 
Flash down on lifted dirk avenging flame ? 
Start up behind the wall the robber climbs, 
And meet him face to face, and seize his throat? 155 
Through black night dog the boVd adulterer? cleave 
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The traitor's lip athwart the barren smile ? 
Go, tell Him that He must ! Thyself, I say, 
Art heir— go, tell Him that His throne* usurp'd 
Thyself restorest uninjured, for fear not i6a 

Lest time shall pass away for bringing back 
All crimes and rank disorders that His soul 
Abhors — ^wild ways with murder strewn, pure homes 
Defiled, unbridled whoredom wheresoever 
High hill or greenwood darkens to the moon, 165 
Yea, till His*breath suspended ere He smite, — 
Drawn in between His teeth to fix the stroke, — 
Leave us unbreathing ashes o'er a waste • ' 

They strode away : alone was she : the while 
One slow hand rose and propped her brooding face, 
The other, darkly feeling, felt its way 171 

From warmth to warmth of bosom-folds, and found 
The melting bosom to fondle. Her eye gleam'd, 
The spectral hue that pales an azure sea 
By gloom o'ervaulted : low she hiss'd, * He comes ! ' 

They enter'd the pavilion of the King, — 176 

Void of its awfiil tenant saw the tent ! 

. Sick, voiceless, from the silence of the tent 
They moved returning. All the camp was scour'd 
In sorest horror lest the King be found, 180 

Then, when a third part of the watch had waned, 
In sorer lest they find him not. But lo. 
On wisdom marvels beyond wisdom wait 1 
Nor even would Abner's wisdom have run down 
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His quarry, if that sound his ear should hear 185 

At that one moment when he pass'd it by 

Had come not through the air. A moan he heard ; 

The moan he followed. One lay prone and crushed 

His forehead on the rock, arid took his hair 

In both his hands, and tore it as he writhed. 190 

* What doest here ? ' cried Abner, and the man 

Leapt to his feet — cried * Spare me till the day I 

Spare — thou art noble — oh, not death to-night ! 

The King's commandment could thy servant spurn ? 

Not mine the crime, O Chief, because I knew 195 

Her cave in Endor.' * What is this of caves ? * 

Cried Abner — ' AVhat is this about the King ? 

Speak all that has been hidden in thine heart, 

Or quick before my feet thy severed head 

Shall roll 1 * Whereat, with an excess of fear 200 

As calm and fearless grown as one intent 

To speak the truth alone whatever betide. 

The man made answer, * My lord Abner, day 

(The last our eyes have seen) yet lingering here, 

He summoned us before him : there he stood 205 

A giant in the garb of men unknown. 

His look .... if consternation made us thralls 

Of all his pleasure, as the tamer's eye 

Lures the reluctant leopard round his foot, 

What marvel ? He demanded .... nay, go to, — 

His be the unfolding of his purpose now 211 

As then I — So soon as night suspended held 

Each sound the monarch dreaded, forth we fered 

Through the still camp as though each burning wish 

We breathed on slumbering eyes to seal them close 



y Google 



236 SAUL ON GILBOA, 

Might set them staring on us : whence we crept 216 

Down a blind tract of tumbled stones, where hands 

Were none to seize them and to fling .... my lord, 

Feel the hot trembling of mine hand ! my words — 

O marvel not, my lord, my words are wild — 220 

Down the rough stones across the shining vale, 

Up the dark wood we sped and through the flare 

Of fire, the blackness and the vast uproar 

O'er Shun em, mastering in a while the crest 225 

Where swift we coursed against the moony air 

Descending, until he which led the way, 

Slackening his speed as if to gather up 

His mind before he sought her, sat him down, 

His head upon his hand, beside the path. 

— As stung he started : "A disguise ! " he cried, 239 

" An unknown garb to cloak the face of Saul ! 

What yet remains of Saul to cloak and hide ? 

Surelier the shed wine from a bowl destroyed 

Shall keep self-hold'n its form than man retain 

Himself! — Man, man, for all thy words, I know 235 

Thy ghastly secret — the great gulph below — 

The pray'r in all thy pray'rs and all thy praise— 

* Make speed to save us^ whatsoever wiliy 

God true or false, sun, moon, star, ghost or witch. 

Help, help I ' — What help for Saul, O starry sky, 240 

O earth, O wild hillside whose barren caves 

Change, at a far-blown breath o'er gory fields, 

From vacant hollows to the countless shades 

Of hurrying bird and beast that scent afar 

The carnage, and thou, thou ?".... 245 
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* Before his eyes, 
High on a boulder, in the light, she stood — 
The hag, the Curse of Endor ! In the King 
The apparition no amazement found 
Or found its master, for no faltering shook 
The unintermitted tenor of his words : — 250 

" Thou, thou, pale daughter of Death or whatsoe'er 
Has made a woman what thou art, from thee 
What help?" She turn'd, we followU As she 

reached 
The portal of her cave, a smouldering torch 
She seized, and waved it ; on its black head fell 255 
A brood of serpent flame* that writhing clung ; 
And through the doubling vault she stalk'd before, 
The great crags coming to the crimson light 
Round her as she pierced the darkness. Swiftly Saul 
Followed, and we, till momentary doubt 260 

If we had been remember'd, still'd our heart 
And speed, and in the pause they disappeared. 
Fly back to light we dared not, lest the King, 
Crying for succour, miss it. In the gloom 
We watch'd. How far, in measuring the time 265 
Which darkness made so long, the moon had moved 
Who knows ? But scarcely had a piercing cry. 
Echoing, revealed each crag of all that wall'd 
And roofd the windings of the gloom, than she, 
With voice like voices heard within the heart, 270 
Made hoarse the hollow : we the sound pursued ; 
— Prone to the fulness of his stature lay, 
Where coiPd sick light in threads and pallid fumes. 
The King 1 we rush'd to raise him up, we saw 
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The breast yet breathe, the visionary orb 275 

Flame, but the dead weight that we lifted no 
Life lightened. From her robe she snatch'd her hand, 
And laid it o'er the mouth, and Saul revived. 
. O hour that found her miserable soul, 
That made such misery commiserate ! 280 

— For even by the life herself had laid 
In his hand, doing what he would she should, 
She pray'd him do what she would — save his soul 
Alive, and break his horrid fast and eat 
What food she brought : he would not eat ; but we 
Urged till he ate, nor lingered then but, urged 286 
By what I know not, from the cavern floor, 
Not less than. some wan vision of a king 
From that colossal brood, the whisper'd race , 
Of Rephaim, arose, and (very Death 290 

Glass'd in his eye) made for the portal ; we 
Over the flying mountain-paths pursued 
What wing'd his silent speed, and ever saw 
And see ... . great God, what human eyes behold 
Not sightless ! how, in words men have not ceased 
To play with since their boyhood, to be told ? ' 296 

And through the silent camp the Two retrod 
Their steps. Said Abner, ' Not a word of this — 
No word of this that we have heard be breathed 
Before thy father : no reproach, I say ! 300 

Thou yield'st me no reply. Their own blood be 
On their own heads who heed not me to-night 1 ' 
Not without gesture of disdain the Prince 
Improved his haughty speed and moving first 
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Made for his father's tent There once again 305 

They drew the fold apart and through the dark 

Passage made entry. The same light that show'd 

Erewhile the vacant tent, with gear of war 

O'erstrewn, yet glimmer'd from the same heap, dyeing 

The main mid-pillar • but ere this the King 310 

Had found unfollow'd the dark solitude 

The spirit in its torture flies to find 

And— found, abhors ! For on the gear flung down, 

When first he enter'd from his weary quest. 

There would he fain have kept, shut out from all, 315 

Without one thought, one motion of a limb, 

Till dawn : but soon far less it would have seem'd — 

Far less, I ween, of labour, less of pain — 

To have scour'd all night all hills beneath the moon 

Than here alone to lie, here brood alone. 320 

All round the dismal tent he stared aghast 

'Dark,' groan'd he — 'Light itself is light no more ! ' 

And restless from his couch he raised his limbs. 

Moved to the main mid-pillar, round it wound 

One giant arm, one giant shoulder lean'd 325 

Against it ; boVd his head. The mere despair 

Pass'd by ; the tears went dripping to the ground 

Before him, and compassion for himself 

Made tremble, as he spoke, his rugged lip. 

For * Ask'd,' he said, ' Ask'd I the regal crown ? 330 
— O thou remember'd face of rifted rock 
Fast by the foldings of my father, where 
Among the browsing herd I wont to muse 
Of mighty men, of her of Lapidoth, 
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Of Ehud, Jephthah, Samson, last of one — 335 

Of Saul — whose soul should wait upon its God 

As no man's yet — ^bear witness that I knew 

That never — (if what alienates from men 

His choice mark not Whose thoughts are not as 

man's) — 
Was speechless babe o'er elders and the heads 340 
Of tribes to sit in judgment more unapt 
Than I ! — Thrust I before Him on His throne 
The last He would have look'd upon as His ? 
Expectant why then at the very gate 
The Seer, why the words that hail'd me there, 345 
Me upon whom and on my father's house 
Were all desires of Israel ? Why the plea 
Rejected of infirmity " I am 
Of Benjamm the least of all the tribes. 
Yea, the least family of Benjamin " ? 350 

Sacred Tomb of our great mother, fail'd 

Thy sign ? fail'd thine, dark oak? But plain as then 

1 see them ! O the three — the very men 

He spake of, laden with their kids and loaves 
And wine,--thi"ee loaves^they know me) — forth they 
reach 1 355 

— Fail'd, Pillar of the fellest of our foes, 
Thy token ? — far the prophets wound, a train 
Of music as a meteor is of fire. 

To curve, as oft a morning mist, a cloud, 359 

Curves from the rest and thwarts the breeze, toward me 
For whom they sang, whose voice replied, who sang, 
Prophet with prophets ! And if trials these 
From One who knew me ill at ease within. 
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Fool of a strange ambition little dreamt, 

(As, scudding o'er my spirit, often Doubt 365 

Proposed) — for shelter from the camp, the lots 

They took, escaped I not, in darkness hid ? — 

In darkness that Who visited with light 

But He Himself Who made light? On the day 

I smote, in Gilead, the Ammonite, 370 

As one who puts his dream out, dealing blpws 

Among the phantoms of the night, smote I ? 

Or saw not these mine eyes those rocks he held 

Steam with his carnage in the noonday heat 

As none but I presaged? The Lord Himself 375 

Over His chosen King made sound His trump ! . . 

p^^What rives me down with sickness ? Dare to face. 

Frail soul of man, all horrors but thy God ! 

Away, away, O God ! But who are ye 

Which thmst abhorr'd hard jaws of mute disdain 380 

Toward me — men that scorn me — ^hold nie less 

Than even your common rout ? Who, rather, thou 

From these to God, from God to these that fliest? 

My curse consume thee whosoe'er thou art ! 

My curse ? On Saul chng curses not enough ? 385 

Can Saul get up for cufses ? Hast not known 

The curse of lips with blessing charged erewhile, 

'* The Lord hath rent this kingdom from thine hand 

To-day " — that day when after Agag slain 

We parted, I for Gibeah, Ramah he, 390 

The Seer — far from Gibeah bode the Seer — 

Bode in the flesh alone at Ramah— where 

In wrathful spirit ? — My consuming ire, 

Which spoke not, biding where he would not come, 

R 
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^^^len once it barely brooked to rage alone 395 

Barred in my narrow walls, he kenn'd, he kenn'd, 
He welded back upon my brain for ever ! 
No need to curse tliyself, Saul ! Curse enough ! 
And what would Beem to fan it from thy brows 
But parts the flames with fire I How sweet the song. 
How beautiful the boy was ! Who hath seen, 401 
Ere David saw, ere, seeing as he saw. 
He sang the starry night, the kindling mom. 
Still noon, and mountain storm and quiet meads 
. At evening — ^who ere David ? Who save I ? 405 
Shall David not bring back mine early might ? — 
Abide abide in Ramah, wrathful Seer ! 
Here is my Seer, even David ! — Ha ! 
'Scape, 'scape we so the branding curse ? O scourge, 

echoing echoing all night long 410 
" His tens of thousands, tens of thousands, tens 

Of thousands ! " Yea, till even for peace I would 
That David perish'd in the dark ! My roof 

1 mounted : haply through the shining air 

Might move the Myriads of the Lord, might sweep 415 

All pain and evil out of tortured hearts 

And drown for ever "tens of thousands, tens 

Of thousands," with their voices. O the Voice 

I heard ! — " Aha ! aha ! for this is Saul, 

Saul that, scarce feeling in his mind the might 420 

To rule a tribe of herdsmen, raves and foams 

If God Himself seem something more than he ! " 

— Welded for ever to my brain that cur^ ! ' 

And so beyond all sense had passion urged 
His spirit, that when Abner and the Prince 425 
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Enter'd (they heard him from without and paused 

Hush in the d^rk tent door till silence came) 

No sign he gave of knpwing ; neither breatlied 

Either of these a word— -too terrible 

Beside the great mid-pillar of the tent, 430 

(Around it one huge arm, a shoulder huge 

Against it, near it an imsandalled foot 

None but a giant could unseal from earth) 

He show'd With parted hps and nostril wide 

He stood \ but parted lips nor nostril wide 435 

Disturbed the stillness of the air ; nor breathed 

Jonathan, musing what treniendous deed, 

Even to the slaughter of a son, might stand 

Ordained for those dire hands that awful night 

Face it or fly it — which of these must be ? 440 

Wiser and truer to his father which ? 

— ' Father ! ' he cried and stood ! As still and dark 

As two dark summits that k)ng tempest leaves 

At night — no more their hidden hollows crash. 

The hoarse rain lulls, the thunder peals no more, 445 

And down the gorges roll the clouds and leave 

Bare the great steeps and to their double reign 

In heaven that Sovran Two, though dark till dawn — 

So in the gloom tower'd Saul and Saul's great son. 

And somewhile neither spoke ; then hoarsely Saul : 

* Speak thou, nor deem that I to thee may speak, 45 1 

My son ; the things that I know — (powers that urge 

Our souls and deeds and words and wheel us back) — 

The years alone make known. Yet thou to me 

Speak ! ' The Prince yeajn'd to answer ; but no word 

He found and pain made dreadful their regards 456 
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One breatiiless moment — in a wild embrace 
Each from the other hid his eyes away- 

* Weary ' — ('twas Saul that murmur'd, he that first 
Dissolved with touch of word the stubborn arms 460 
That bound them to each other, breast to breast)— 
' Weary with ever praying, let me know 
No need to pray to thee that thou at least, 
My son, abandon not thy father.* Tears 
Made mute awhile the sorrows of the Prince : — 465 

* So and more also do the Lord to me, 
Father,*^ he said, * if ever I leave thy side. 
Save for the little while that meet it is 

I hurry to my tent and see my child, 

And bid men take my boy, till this my hand 47a 

(These heathen scattered) shall return once more 

To guard him.' But death-pale the King had tum'd ; 

Over his rugged brows and channel'd cheeks 

The blinding sweat roU'd down. * I deem'd ' he said — 

He said *I surely deem'd ' — * I deem'd ' said he — 475 

* IvCt us no longer hope fcM: life ' he said — 

* I deem'd thou hadst no hope, and let me know 
Thou hast none — none 1 ' But ere the Prince had 

form'd 
Reply, in thrust the Captain of the host, 
Abner, and, bent no more of this to hear, 480 

Thunder'd * The battle seems assured to them 
Because it were to us : we haunt ourselves ! ' 

* Give thine ear, give thine ear unto me, my son ; 
Son, I beseech thee, spare thyself,' pursued 

Saul, of the Chief regardless, * spare thyself 485 



y Google 



SAUL ON GILBOA. 245 

The pangs of those farewells. Ah, would to God ! 
Would God ! . . . If speechless hold upon thy soul 
Mine could have got 1 • . . Vain, vain ! • * . and what 

if vain? 
Perplex I not myself with idle griefs ? 
What joys have men that pain should hurt them? 

Have 490 

Thy will, my son, and bid thy child farewell. 
I would have spared thee what I cannot bear — 
Cannot, I tell thee, bear ! — Nay, nay, but have 
Thy will Thou hast no hope ? Answer me that — 
None, none ? ' 

Sharp groan'd fierce Abner. From the King 
Toward him, in alarm, Jonathan tum'd. Still, 496 
As where the spiral soarings up the air 
Of rapid eagle find their point and end, 
Stood Abner. Nay, no atom of sure hope, — 
(O, even from these fall'n wrecks that strewed the 
ground, 500 

These shattered ruins that seem'd Saul no more) — 
With fire of soul and beat of thought to forge. 
Though but for one brief day, even yet, a King, 
Now would he yield. What passion must recall 
Back to the King's dead brain the fieiy blood? 505 
— He knew. 

* King, King,* he cried, ' if King indeed 
If King indeed at all, if foreordain'd 
From under all huge blows that try the great 
To ascend, before day close, a throne of light, 
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Father of thy people and of countless kings 510 

To come, yea, still to come when, heaped with dust. 
Moulder the remains of Egypt, and all else 
Whose pride our pride from such a viewless throne 
Hath scom'd ' . . . 

* O Abner ! Abner 1 ' cried the King. — 

• The labour of each nerve that knits and frets 515 
Thy vitals,' Abner added, * rack'd and torn 
As through thine inmost spirit ring my words, 
I know : — "Far belter not to think at all" 
Thou criest, " than think that this may never be ! " 
For hours, O King, there are to whose hard, light 520 
Our nakedness no more may we refiise 
Than, fall'n, to the shameless eyes that prowl for spoil. 
Such this. Whatever of great hope hath fed 
Our secret spirits, though to rule the world 
It be, shall feed them in a flare of light 525 

Or never more in secret. If to think 
That may not be which must be were to die, 
Say that it shall be — give thy passion rein, 
O Saul V 

* O Abner, Abner ! ' groaned the King — 
— 'But . . Abner . . . but the great that rule the 

world . . . 530 

No . . . by no wisdom, by no might of theirs, 
They rule, — ^blind creatures of the Power that call'd 
And crowned them. Me, whom whilom He hath call'd 
He yet . . . though steep*d in gloom , . . He yet may 

crown ! 
— Seest thouV 
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Shrewd pain for Saul transpierced the Chief : 

* One way/ he said, 'there is ' (to utmost calm 536 
He curb'd him) — * One of triumph, and because 
There never is not.' 

* Yea, the Lord may show,' 
Saul said. Said Abner, ' Lurks not here, O Saul, 
The dark wound where man's pride begins to bleed? — 
His wisdom is no more than folly shunn'd ! 541 

Take any the one way that all have marked ? 
Plain doubtless to all eyes, that will but look, 
The way that yet leads on from where we stand 
Unbroken to our triumph. But the hour 545 

Demands thought swift as plain. Speak thou the first, 
O King, if so thou wilt, what thoughts are thine, 
Or what commands, O King.' 

But Saul began : 

* Plain, plain, O Abner . . . O how wise thy word ! 
Neither have I not known in other days 550 
To step from wizard dreams, to tread a way 
Mark'd of all men, reserving of the spoil 

Of Amalek all the choice and Agag king.' 

Struck dumb and blank stared Abner. Then * O 
King,' 
He said, ' O Terror of the foes of God, 555 

How long delayest to devise their death ? 
Anon ' . , . . 

But Saul heard * death ' and ' Death ! ' he cried, 
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* A voice, a voice ! ' Vain, Abner, the great sweat, 

The labour, the huge anguish of thy heart I 

O far away from here the soul of Saul ! 56a 

No sound thine ears can hear, no sight thine eye 

Can see, snatch up the flaming eyes of Saul, 

Make start and quiver every listening nerve. 

As looking past thy head * Death ! Death ! ' he cries, 

' A voice a voice denouncing death 1 Our God 565 

His people hath delivered to their foes ; — 

The King, ere eve descend, and all his sons 

With him that spake ! Thou heard^st him. Make 

thou not 
As though thou heard*st not, dumb one, dumb and slow. 
Half-dead ! I tell thee by the Lord my God, 570 

The dread name thrilling all that glows and glocwns 
In this thy cave, thou shalt not surely die. 
Only do thou my bidding ! . . . None, I say 
But him ! • . . They laid him in his Ramah, loud 
All Israel wail'd around him . . . not to them — 575 
To me as friend to friend the Seer spoke. 
Call him, I tell thee, call him I What my name 
To thee ? . . . Thy visage in that ghastly gleam . . • 
Speak, speak . . what is it ? What is here to lift 
Thy hair, transform thine eye, compel thy shriek, 580 
Puff thy dead throat and make thine arms to writhe 
As branches in the furnace ? From beneath 
What opes? Thou seest * . . what? what? A God, a 

God 
Out of the earth ascending, an old man, . . . 
A mantle . . . he ! . . Thou ! thou ! . . . enough ! 

away 1 585 
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Let me not see thy visage ! thou ma/st bear 

To die; I cannot bear to see thee dead ! 

Speak, speak ! I cling here listening. Speak, O Seer ! 

— ^This perturbation of thy Peace ? Behold 

My woe, mine agony ! Philistia 590 

Maketh her war against me — God departs — 

By Urim, or by prophet, or by dream 

Deigns me no answer more. Why call on thee ? 

Hast thou not known me whom no man knows now ? 

Reveal, reveal the thing that I should do ! 595 

Pity me, pity me, Samuel ! ai ! ai ! ai ! 

Ai ! ai ! ' 

Those two shrank shuddering in themselves, 
So dread the five wild shrieks that he had given 
Ere, on his heels tottering, he fell back, 
And roll'd upon his face, and lay full length 600 

Out in the darkness of the tent, and drew 
The sighs and hollow moans that follow sighs 
Heard when slow seas roll up rock-muffled shores 
Remembering the tempest ; — to the sea 
Will come wide calm below the silent moon 605 

Folding the shadowy foreland, brows and feet. 
In windless air and waveless water — calm 
Unutterable and rest ; — far other rest 
Than finds, in horrent fangs of deadly rock, 
Left dry, however still, the shattered wreck — 610 
Far other rest than Saul, however still ; 
For, worn and wearied past the might of man. 
He slept. 
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Low whispered Abner, struck with awe ; 

* Yea, let him rest. Our battle is for him, 

By him not headed. Not in vain, perchance, 615 

Perchance by sacred impulse not unmoved. 

He spoke of the great Names that rule the world 

Set by another might, another sight. 

Than theirs upon their thrones. Be it mine and thine 

To put in His great Hand Who guards the throne 620 

O* thy father, our two swords, though sharp thy hate 

Of me!' 

* No hate, but wonder,' said the Prince, 

* And gloom and dire confusion. Lead thou on, 
Who only canst, O Abner, and I follow. 624 
Whom think'st he saw ? What horror dost thou think 
He heard ? ' — * Day dawns ; what boots it now to 

ask ? '— 
— * O, it was Samuel, Abner ; — he it is ... - 
The outraged spirit of the holy seer, 
A terror o'er our heads about our ways. 
A voice .... Hark ! ' 

Faint, and far, as out of Heaven, 
A wail made start their hair, — ^wail echo'd back 631 
Not farther from them both than they apart, 
Proclaiming * Woe ! woe ! woe ! ' Forth flew the Prince, 
And, daunted now, now first, struck pale as death, 
Followed the Captain of the host. They trod 635 
All round the tent, peefd far as eye could reach ; 
Saw nothing. * Would to God I could have seen .... 
At least have spoken to him face to face ! ' 
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Groan'd Jonathan. ' Some vagrant of the camp/ 
Said Abner — ^^ crazed with dreaming in the moon : 640 
Out with him ! Not far off, with such a light 
As this, the dawn ; our vision this ! ' 

They saw, 
Set in the starless pallor of the sky, 
Dead-white, the fading moon ; to all the hard 
Hills that as far as Carmel ridged the West 645 

Had Death laid ghastly claim ; nor wanted soon, 
Drawn up between pale crags, the mists of mom 
To chill their sightless eyes and teach their ears 
Unnatural echoes of a distant world. 

Said Abner, ' Compass thou the slumbering camp ; 
Bid all men take their meal and note their arms ; 650 
But send their Chiefs to me. These lords need too 
(Alas) their goad 1 ' 

And left alone, released 
(So dense the vaporous dimness) from all eyes, 
His warlike stature he deform'd, he wiird 655 

A full surrender unto weariness 
Of every feature, as one, wayworn, flings 
Down at his feet the burden of his back. 
And holds hot dalliance with despair. It eased 
His anguish as a gymnist loses pain, 660 

Personating other grief with all his might 
Than weighs upon his own heart ; vigour grew, 
And ere the cited Chiefs to council came 
Firm was their Captain's will. From Janohah, 
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From Ataroth, from Michmethah were these 665 

Assembled ; — sages, hoary-headed, seeing 

Faces of things familiar in all sights 

That men can look on. What if these start back, 

If these, in even scale the dread odds weighing, 

Speak for an instant flight ? But Abner knew 670 

What fire would fill with madness every vein 

Of these lean chieftains. A low laugh escaped 

His lips : * Ye marvel at a laugh ! ' he said : 

— * Who drove from yonder plain the floundering host 

Of Sisera, when the stars were moved in Heaven 675 

To war with Jabin, when yon ancient river 

Of Kishon caught them in his foam and heap*d 

His -shallows and his banks with rolling dead, 

And Deborah sang with Barak ? High the names 

For ever of those offering up themselves 680 

Who won that day such meed of holy Song ! 

Where is the name of Judah ? Let the laugh 

Bitterly curl my lips to hear again 

No roar of lions from the rocky lair 

Of Judah, but the bitter hornets peep 685 

And buzz at each hot cleft " Go to, go to, 

Philistia sets her foot on Joseph's neck, 

And Judah grasps the sceptre ! " ' 

Well he mark'd 
The start and quiver of each tawny arm. 
Dark eyes on fire, teeth flashing, restless feet, 690 
And well to head and lead such passion on 
He knew, from record of their wrongs to that 
Which claimed their uttermost of forethought now 
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Leading, and hearing, as they came and went, 
Grave counsels here unwritten — (what the morrow 
Scom'd to fulfil no morrow can remember !) — 696 
Neither at that time to any issue brought, 
Before, once more, sonorous, terrible, 
Soimded again that voice, * Woe ! woe ! and woe ! ' 
— Pale with long watching, pale with dawn, thrice 
pale 700 

With awe, that Council stood ; and ' Woe ' the voice 
Louder and louder in their ears proclaimed. 
All looked what way the solemn voice came up — 
(* Woe ! woe ! ' — ) yet watchful as they were, perceived 
Hardly by what swift sleight of rapid feet 705 

The speaker stood before them. One of those 
He was whose rapture drives them forth to share 
The wants, the pains, the terrors, and the joys 
Wherewith God dowers the creatures of His air 
And wilds; such eremite as afterward 710 

The Tishbite or that voice in Jordan heard 
Which bade prepare the way, make straight the paths 
For the Great King to come ; a solitary 
Dweller in caverns where the mountain brook 
Flows by; yet not unknown ; a living name 715 

In all that region ; — unto whom shall men 
Turn rather at their need than unto one 
For ever naked to necessity ? 
A zone yet glossy from the dappled side 
Whose warmth, till, pierced with fatal arrow, home 
Came, with its prey for both, his faithful pard, 721 
Had comforted his cavern through the nights, 
He wore ; all naked else ; ' Woe, woe ! ' he cried. 
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That voice before what louder from behind, 
Startling, alarm'd them more ? Thine, mighty Saul, 

roused from briefest calm of swoon or sleep 726 
Towering in thy low tent door — * Wild wanderer, 

To whom of us, that camp here in the wind. 
Hath driven thee forth the breath that drives thee 
hither?* 

As griffon launching through the boundless heaven 
On moveless pinions with pure might of throat 731 
And breast, so seem'd, ere answering to the King, 
The Seer of the mountains. * Saul,' he said, 
*To thee .... (woe! woe!) .... and all thy 

camp. — I slept ; 
Broad glared the light of vision through my sleep ; 735 
Over a sacred feast, whose savour stealing 
Up to its God my fasting palate felt, 

1 floated, where a people crown'd its king 
With trump and horn and holy rite ; for up. 

With flames that fired the rifted vapour, roU'd 740 

The collected thunder of a pray'r, " O Baal, 

Hear us ! O Baal, Baal, Baal, hear us ! 

Are herd and herdsman kin ? Shall he who sits 

Before the sacred fold of this thy flock 

Of their food feed and thank their loins for life ? 745 

Thy sceptre son of ours shall never wield. 

Thine own true Seed crown we ! " — I heard their 

prayer ; 
The breathing down of dreadful Gods from heaven 
Answering I fear'd to hear, and whom I fear'd 
Heard : — " The true godhead that I sow*d sometime. 
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Then when the large-eyed daughter of your sires 751 

Won mine immortal heart to mix with hers, 

(Your flesh once more its mantle,) yet maintains 

My love, my joy, among you. Wherefore robe 

In crimson vesture, with strange signs of gold 755 

Inwoven, the shoulders of my glorious son, 

Endiadem the forehead of my son, 

Worship of my begotten be your law. 

That no front dare affront you ! Know, your God 

In his foot hangeth on your flying foe, 760 

His brain, divining judgment, first hath known 

The dull sweet pain blown to mine own deep brows 

Fresh from your fragrant censers ; yea, the lips 

That speak your laws have flesh'd them at the feast, 

Whereon I banquet as the victim bleeds." 765 

And even as he ceased the dreadful sound 

Of endless hordes, in wooded vales bestirred, 

I heard :— rl shuddered : — from clear hills were borne 

The voices of my people shrill with fear, 

Of Israel driven before the sound in horror 770 

Crying aloud " They come, nor now, at last, 

Their own might know not and how empty ours 

Shrunk here upon the mountains. Who are we 

To tread this perilous world whereon men die, 

Nor learn the hardwon lore whereby they live? 775 

Yet Israel lives .... yet .,.. yet ! Ere none 

live more, 
Us let a Monarch judge, a Monarch lead, 
As those that would overwhelm us ! " — The same 

pray'r 
O Saul, that, answered out of Heaven, enring'd 
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Thy front with IsraePs diadem. Not this 780 

Thy visage, O King Saul, this not thy form 
Shown to mine eyes, — ^the Monarch whom their pray'r 
Had calFd for in its blindness ! In his hand 
A flaming sword, from side to side that searched, 
His robe new-dipp'd in fountains of the sun, 785 

The gems whose molten splendour, freezing hard, 
Become the dim hard stones we name our gems, 
Bickering on his aching temples ! That was he 
The Victor. I. . . . " God spare those brows ! " I 

• pray*d. 
— ^The dim sky-dwelling, on whose crags I slept, 790 
Broke, with pure stars, between my sleep and me ' 

* Spare him ! ' it was the King sustained the strain 
Prophetic, * Spare him. O how well, my seer. 
Thou seest : the great truth is in thy heart ; 7.94 
One truth sits deep in thine and mine. Let none 
Require, whatever crown may not consume 

The sons of Baal, that a mortal brow 
Endure Jehovah's or the * ... . 

Sudden spasm, 
As when the throttling life-blood mounts the gorge. 
Cut the speech off, but that obdurate jaw 800 

Clench'd down the smothering pain : though hoarse, 
he spoke : 

* Shall David be what I am not ? ' 

The prophet 
Was locking, like a girl, upon his throat 
His lean and withered palm, was sounding forth 
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* Blessed, David, be the voice that breathes 805 
Into mine opening ear thy name 1 ' — ^was gone — 
And Saul his own antagonist ! 

Meantime 
From sentinel to sentinel, from chief 
I'o chief, where slept in bands beside their arms 
The warriors, had Jonathan surveyed ; 810 

And whiles — with mighty yearning so to melt 
Raw sense of hunger and chill dawn — the rest 
Bow'd o'er the steaming fleshpots, home he drew 
To where his own tent, pitched apart, appear'd, 
Rising as he drew near it, a dark peak 815 

Amidst a dark-blue range of distant hills, 
A countless frown of mountains far away. 
Barring unkindled the great fire of dawn 
Where that dread day was forged. He hasted in : 
Before the father moved a silent train 820 

Of watchers from their watch beside the couch, 
Where, treasured in their softest, the boy lay 
Now at the last asleep ; at whose young ear 
And tawny throat swarm*d sparks of gems and chains 
Wherewith the women deck'd him ; — one erewhile 
Had gladden'd his mother and was clinging here 826 
As clings the last of a rich blossom fall'n 
From fruit more rich : he slept, and few had mark'd 
As Jonathan, half madden'd by the fire 829 

And vivid fever of a thousand woes. 
The cheek too hollow for a slumbering child's : — 
Down by the couch he knelt. * O shame,* he said, 
' Shame on the shame and every bitter thought 
s 
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I ever have let creep between us, child, 

Because thou seemd'st more girl than boy ! My 

boy, 835 

This voice hath never reached thee but thine own 
Hath crow'd or call'd in answer : not a breast 
Was dear as tliis half traitor unto thine.' 
— And stung with mortal sickness he recoiled 
And stared with anguish on the ground and clutched 
His mantle as to rend it in his pain : 841 

— What profit that a man whom none regards 
Should rend the robe or heap the head with dead 
Ashes or fling his breaking wreaths of dust 
Into the air ? He loosed his harmless hands, 845 
Above his lifted eyes he clench'd them hard 
And raised them high as arms could reach and 

pray'd : 
* God of my fathers, — or is that Thy Name 
Forbidden to my lips and to my child's, 
O God ? — But never was it meet as now — 850 

God of my fathers and my father, bless 
My boy and theirs ! Make mild, O God of gods, 
All faces round his face and keep his feet ; 
All shining ones accompany and lead 
His soul to dwell in places Thou hast bless'd ! 855 
— O ye twin lamps, that o'er my sleeper throw 
Your lustre, O ye warm and fragrant flames, — 
So bum'd the sacred light o'er them that slept 
In Shiloh, when the Lord was very near 
Whom the Child-seer heard, himself the sire 860 

Surely of new and other men whose King 
The eyes of this my sleeper yet shall see ! 
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But O, ray father, for thy dark dark eyes ! 

Saul, hadst thou but known, when day was thine, 
The new judge in the gate and the new seer, 865 
Nor number'd thee with Anakim of old, 

Nor hoped with horrid vows to fasten God, 

Nor trembled if awhile no flaming altar 

Bled, but in Gilgal dared, that day, to turn 

New-kindled eyes within, within, and seen .... 

What seest thou ? — Father, when thy sounding threats 

Would summon all thy realm to crush thy foe 872 

In Ziph, how hardly rode I the big rage 

That lifted me to mock thee with thy name 

Of murderer ! — Murder'd — with dread murder now 

Thyself, thyself, art threatened ! O sick soul. 

Faint soul of Saul with newest anguish sick, 877 

It is thy baffled yearning after aid, 

1 cannot, will not, bear ! My God, my God, 
I am my father's— of his part am I ! 

Shake off what shame there clings and what despair 
I may not. Wheresoe'er Thine hand hath hid 
Among these crags— (from heaved axe how far !) — 
The altar, bid my foe to fling me back, 
And let thine anger'd sun, witli browless frown, 885 
Consume before Thee this Thy victim, loose 
Thy flames on Thy forgotten one, my God, 
And break in perfect splendour from Thy cloud 
Over my guiltless father.' 

From the ground 
He started : the last trumpet through the sky 890 
Pealing had summoned to its final hour 

S2 
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The host ; he heard it march ; he gripp'd his bow ; 
High on his head his helm, about his arm 
His buckler, from the darkness of his tent 894 

He came, where, fresh from Abner's fierce harangue, — 
(From dread portrayals of young limbs their lips 
Had kiss'd, their hands had handled, dash'd to blood. 
Rent, flung, down-trodden— of inhuman yokes 
On little nerveless necks by surly foes 
Enforced — of wives — of sunless sanctuaries — 900 
Horrible groves — unutterable shame), — 
The shaggy children of his people streamed 
Before him, phrenzied, raking every throat 
With yells and curses ! — ^Woe to him who falls 
Where they fall ! How they left the lone camp- 
height 905 
Deserted as their sepulchres to-day 
When, bowing swarthy faces, swift they march'd 
Down the rough slope to meet the foe between 
Ridges whereover upon one side rose 909 
The sun, whose blinding spheres like cymbals beat 
To lead the day with praise, and on the other — 
Saul ! On his head in silver skies outflamed 
The splendid casque, the royal diadem. 
Set like a sunstroke on the wasted brow : 
Under a coat of mail Saul's heart was hid — 915 
A brigandine with big studs so set thick 
As morning sea with pelting sunlight. Who 
Are ye whose awful task in heavenly courts 
It is to sum the life, to speak the doom 
Of Saul ? For know that if from yon lit land, 920 
Where breaks on peak and plain the living morn. 
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Upbroke her evil dead, on God and man 

To foam out curses and eternal hate, 

Frqm Moab, Ammon, Edom, and the lands 

Of Zobah, Amalek, Philistia, 925 

Their scowl would be because their eyes beheld 

From yon rich baldric and the blade it holds 

The phantom of their blood drip — saw it shower'd 

From rocklike knee to ankle and its gloom 

Cloud the far sheen of yonder brazen feet, 930 

Ooze o'er the blacken'd veins of yon loose hand 

Behind fnat monstrous shield, and wind and win 

Down the prodigious spear a dismal way. 

Nay, *mid the fiery glooms of Dagon's fane 
From lips of Gath go hear — not these that sing — 
How rose, as rise among the hills at night 936 

Blasts from the gorges where the burning day 
Lies pent, the roar of fierce encounter — hear 
How bawl'd along the firont between the hosts, 
With trump, whip-lashes pluck'd from loud air, 
blaze 940 

Of white and scarlet, bronze and costly gold, — 
How all along the ridge of battle bawl'd 
Thq champions of themselves and of their Gods, — 
How the great thirsting armies drank the dust 
Of deadly battle and steam of gore that, far 945 

As eye could reach, the strength of all the hills 
Might own them for true victor, — what a glare 
Of ghastly faces watch'd them from the land 
They fought for ! Bards of Azzah, lead the slow 
Assembly to the flower-deck'd Dagon, lift 950 
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Your mighty voices through tlie martial chords. 
And thunder of the storm in whose dark roar 
Israel went dovMi. 

Saul faced the foe, he felt 
And fitted firm the golden gift of God — 
The golden crown God fitted first : he bade 955 

His follower brave the tender love that pleads 
And with a vaster love to smite him dead. 
The trembler dared not. The denied King set 
Firm on the rock his sword-hilt, firmer held 
The point he set his heart on ; he bow'd down .... 
Away in flashing fragments went the sword ! 961 

— Fairn, he perceived among the fading cliffs 
The cloudy change begin, the pale decay ; 
But so to die hath not been Saul's. He moan'd. 
'Saul to the last,' he moan*d, * but Saul the King, 965 
Not to be disobeyed,' and through his pain 
Beheld a barbarous Amalekite 
Staring upon him and gave order, * Stand 
0*er me and so release me from my life I * 
Swift the wild wanderer plunged the mortal brand, 
Once to the light the monarch's eye was rolFd, 971 
Saw what man sees in death, and closed for ever. 
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Acer spiritus ac vis 
Nee verbis nee rebus inest, nisi quod pede oerto 
DifTert sermoni, sermo merus. 



THE TEA'PARTY, 

A LONG and low red roof, with twilight rooms 
That vex'd their kdy, charming all her friends, 
Made Oakburn Rectory. One remember'd most 
(For one remember'd Oakbuni) how the deep 
Verandah used to hive the summer sun, 5 

Beyond the lane of laurels, and, yet more, 
Dark yews upon a lawn park'd duly off 
From waving meadows that held far aloof 
The public road profane— great yews, I say. 
In presence of whose years the ancient house, 10 

Its low red roofing, its dwarf d casements, seemed 
Young as the flowers that clad it. Such be now 
Your dream. Forenoon it was, and late in summer ; 
Save a loud bee that bore his golden light 
Unquench'd about the sunshine, sound was none i^ 
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Or motion. It was sermon-time within. 

The Rector, in his study, mellowed down 

The week's impromptus for the morrow mom : — 

His way : — you never talk'd an hour with him 

Without his urging, whatsoe'er your work, 20 

* Friend, how else win, what all good work reveals, 
The Sabbath it hath rest in ? * 

At the back, 
Shut well from where he sat, the kitchen was. 
There, while the sun, through laurels making way. 
Wove infant rainbows round the dishes, Kate 25 

And Mabel, the two daughters of the house, 
Not scorning the wise task, had set their hands 
To fabricate such dainties for their friends 
As bring the water in the Muse's mouth. 
And will not let her sing them — no, not they ! 30 

Said pretty Mabel, * O papa, papa,' 
(For lo, papa's white head was in the doorway I) 

* I nearly dropp'd a plumstone down my throat ; 
Where do you think to go to, frightening people ? ' 
And * Ah, poor Mabel, what a tender conscience ! ' 35 
Papa said — but he saw the loaded board ; 

Stopp'd in an instant in his speech and stared ! 

— A look they deign'd not to that look of trouble. 

Nor, saving * Well, you knew we gave a Tea,' 

An answer. * Where's mamma ?' the Rector said. 40 

' Yes, Arthur, I am here ! ' And, spoon in hand. 

The fire upon her face, appeared mamma. 

' I fear I should have told you, Love, before,' 
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He said, * that Roland Noel comes to-night.* 

* Arthur, you never mean to tell me that !^ 45 
How could you ? ' And the girls together chimed 

* Who's Roland Noel ? ' * You have often heard 
Of Canon Noel, Mr. Mowbray's friend ; 

He died a year ago— this boy's the son ; 

And Mowbray wish'd that I should have him here 50 

To read with till the time he goes to Oxford' 

* My dear, how could you ? ' * Well, I'm sorry for it, 
But, after all, no matter.' When he left, 

Sigh'd the good mother, * How unfortunate ! 
Who could have dream'd of this? — the first I've 
heard— 55 

The first I've heard about it ! ' Up Kate toss'd 
Her bright head, adding, * He will think we are 
So odd — papa is so ridiculous.' 
And musingly the mother * Poor papa ! ' 

Then when no touch was needed more to tart 60 
Or cream or custard, she commended all, 
And bade them both keep cool and very quiet 
Till evening. * Quiet ? I've the sewing class ! ' 

* And I've to walk to Burnley Mill and back — 
They tell me Master Popham broke his arm, 65 
Poor old fellow, and he's nearly ninety ! ' — 

* My dear child, but you can't go.* — * But I must.' — 

* But do hear reason, Kate, and only think — 
Five miles upon a blazing afternoon — 

Think what a figure ! And then, dear, you know, 70 
You know how early Mr. Mowbray comes.' 
— Already hot as may be, laughing Kate 
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Made answer : * Will you never give him up, 

Poor man ? He'll never care for me, mamma ; 

I know it, know it— let us say no more : 75 

But if he ever could (I know he could not), 

But if he ever could, he'd like me best 

After a five-mile walk to Burnley Mill 

There, there, mamma dear/ And the mother Righ'd 

* Well, I suppose you must have it your own way.' 80 

And early Mowbray did come ; not alone. 
The watchful mother, as in state she sat. 
Stiff in the treasured silk herself erewhile 
Had smuggled safely o'er unwilling seas — 
(Whose vengeance, all the way from Calais-pier 85 
Home, her tired conscience her racked diaphragm 
To anger'd Heaven toss'd up, to Tartarus down), — 
Her fingers ring'd, her hair in floating lace^ 
Smiled as she niark'd him enter on the lawn, 89 

And Kate, yes, Kate beside him ! ' Ha I ' said he, 
' Before my time, as usual, Mrs. Dudley ! 
At Four-elms Edge I met Miss Kate : we thought 
We'd best return together. And now, Mabel, 
Who are coming ? Tell me.' — Softly, Mowbray, 
Softly! . . . 

This Mowbray, let me slip in here, 95 
Was neighbour of the Dudleys ; he himself 
A rector ; honour'd of all men ; by some 
Liked ; but how loved at Oakburn ! — as a son 
Taken to our rector's heart of hearts at once. 
Abrupt in manner was our hearty friend, 100 
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And odd. A mighty mountaineer was he ; 

Peaks of high Alps and rocky leagues by scores 

That summer had he scaled ; but mountaineer 

In more than this was Mowbray ; mountain-winds 

Were ever in his cheeks and eager eyes, 105 

He shoulder'd when he walk'd, or so it seemM, 

Invisibly a knapsack, breasted hills ; 

But that which mark'd him mountaineer the most 

Was this — that soon as any point had fixt 

His eye, upstarted a big crag to block 110 

And shut it out of sight and open up 

I know not what sweet valley with its roofs, 

Or heaven of blue unfathomable, yes. 

Or marmot or stray chamois, stick or stone : — 114 

Abrupt from thought to thought he slipped and shot. 

— Good Mowbray, softly — hear mamma give 
thanks : — 
' O thank you, Mr. Mowbray, but how kind I 
How kind of you to bring her ! Had you not, 
We might have seen our Kate no more to-day. 
You cannot guess how late she often is. 120 

How the days do draw in I Tliere, child, go, dress. 
Dear Katie, all her heart is with the poor ! 
Dear child !' But he, alas, no more than nodded. 
Vaguely nodded : far from Katie now 
His thoughts ; from end to end he paced the room, 
Exclaiming ' Beautiful ! ' and, wheeling round, 126 
* Beautiful ! — Why, this moment, I left one, 
A joiner, by the turn to Burnley Mill, 
For whom each instant instant Death prepares— 
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Has for a month-no shadow of a hope — 130 

A heart-disease — one moment, but what moment 
Nobody knows, will end him at a blow — 
Believe me, if he lay there on his bed 
To watch his three-years' baby till she woke, 
He had not waited with more perfect cheer — 135 
Beautiful ! ' And the Rector ask'd for more, 
The two rejoicing, even to tears, together 
Over their brother, till the younger turned 
(His tongue half-speechless from the taste of joy) 
Quickly to Mabel : ' But you do not tell me 140 

The guests you look for.' Mabel told him all, 
'The Tattons, and the Firloes, and the Budds, 
The Budds, and Mr. Cheek, Miss Ribbledale 
Perhaps ! ' * And who may she be ? ' * You remem- 
ber '-- 
* O, I remember, — ^whom I met before, — .145 

She with the curls, rich cynosure of Cheek — 
Is that it ? ' 'So they say.' * And who be they ? * 
But Mary, the shy herald of the house. 
Ere Mabel could make answer, touch'd the door, 
And open'd, saying *Mr. Budd !' and Budd, 150 

Entering, hoped for pardon if he wore 
His velvet skull-cap, for he fear'd a draught ; 
And in behind him pour'd the other guests 
Soon after. In a haze of glimmering lawn 
And titter of girl-Tattons Mabel swam 155 

Till Tea should be proclaim'd ; and while the tall 
Scant-headed Dr. Firloe in the air 
Portray'd the sun's penumbra, pencill'd up 
The conformation of his photosphere 
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Like willow-leaves, Miss Ribbledale, as who 160 

Should say ^ How sweet, how interesting now I ' 

A meek smile sent to meek responsive Cheek, 

Perpetual curate of Dydelle-cum-Dish, 

A little whispery man that, white of face. 

And, white of hand, went softly on his ways ; — 165 

A lover ; — his mild liver ever drawn 

To some fair daughter of the houses round, 

If haply one refuse not to yield up 

Her hand to his : vain yet his quest : as yet. 

Chaste as an autumn chaffinch Edgar Cheek. 170 

Hardly assembled round the dainty board 
Were all, and Mowbray in the marmalade 
Was bringing the Alcazar into light. 
The dazzling walks and wondrous tower of Seville — 
When Mabel started with a sudden whisper, 175 

* There he is ! hark ! ' ' Who, who ?— Some friend 

of Mabel's?' 

* IVe never seen his face in all my life ! ' 

— Brimming in her eyes were tears that but a word, 
A breath, would loose upon her burning cheek — 179 
Her poor tongue, how she bit it ! Kind Kate saw 
And hiss'd out * Hush ! ' and one by one they heard 
The carriage murmur, heard the gate click, heard* 
The wheel grate hollow down the avenue. 

* Come, Mowbray, come,' besought the Rector, *come — 
It's Roland Noel' And the men of God — 185 
They ventured on the stranger, while the girls 
Kiss'd Mabel, asking who this Noel was. 

And hovering, a light bevy, round the door, 
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And peeping, peeping until voices near'd. 

* I think, dears,* said the mother — * if you shut 190 
The door ; — do, dears, shut-to the door ; — you'll see 
Poor Mr. Noel soon/ The door went-to : 

They scurried to their seats, alarmed to hear 

The handle in an instant touched and turned, 

Before composure on their nerves had fallen. 195 

— Twas only the good Rector, by himself. 

Saying how kindly Mr. Mowbray had taken 

Roland Noel to his room and — all ! 

* And all, dear ! ' cried the wife, — * you never mean 
To say, dear ... in your own house . . . Mr. Mow- 
bray . . . 200 

Well, I am sure ! ' Words faiFd her there : and none 
But echoed her loud laugh at the good man. 

The question rising if need were to spoil 
Hot cakes with waiting, Mrs. Tatton thought 
Decision lay with Mabel : — promptly Cheek 205 

Was handing Mabel muffin : — As he did it, 
Shyly with Mowbray stept the stranger in — 
Tall, slender, with fine eyes ; — few gleams of Heaven 
Through the dim veil of earth could glow methinks, 
Unseen of these. The while he greeted first 210 
The lady of the house and bow'd to all, 
A Tatton from her seat by Mabel stole, 
Slipt sharply round the table, laughing call'd 
* Mabel 1 Mabel ! * from the other side ; — 
And Roland sat by Mabel through the Tea. 215 

He stood by Mabel in the croquet-lawn. 
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The kindly Rector came to him and laid 
His hand upon his shoulder, ask*d of home, 
And still from each reply found more to ask. 
As one who asks to know : but seeing Mabel 220 
Near him, he said, * You'll know us all to-morrow, 
Discerning who are we and who are not 
But this at least is one of mine, — is Mabel : 
Come, Mabel.' Noel look'd at her and smiled, 
Saying, * I knew you.' * How ? ' she said. ' 1 sat 
Beside you and I quickly caught the name.' 226 

* I might be Mabel Anything.' ' Indeed 
You might be, and I had not thought of that.' 

Then they were parted. Once or twice a chair 
Beside her, as the evening wore away, 230 

Was left, but just so surely as his heart 
Each time fought all his scruples to the death 
And set him free to take it, did another, 
Even as the very muscles of his foot 
Were all in force to bear him to her, take it ; 235 
And when he dragg'd his hard way through the robes 
Which throng'd the loud piano, with a piece 
Of music, and begg'd Mabel sing once more. 
Supper was ready. Now at supper said 
The Rector, * Let me pray you, Mr. Cheek, 240 

To try this ham, those patties, or that tongue : 
What, nothing, Mr. Cheek?' *No more, I thank 

you; 
I thank you, Mr. Dudley, but I think 
I've been the round of solids.' * Then begin 
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The sweets ; come, Mary, change the plates. The 
tart 245 

I have before me, did we only know 
Who made it, and, still more, what it contains, 
I'm sure would tempt us : will not Mabel solve 
The double doubt ? ' And Mabel shook her head 
With laughing eyes, — * And if you think, papa, 250 
I made it, you are wrong : be thankful, too. 
You are ; for touch my pastry and it flies 
(So brittle in its structure, tiresome thing) 
At one sharp leap from here to Jericho.' 
But when some signals round the room betrayed 255 
That one soft cream denied not Mabel's hand 
Noel chose the rosy cream. 

The rest, — 
The cloaking and the kissing in the hall, 
The parting steps along the gravel walk, 
The quiet sealing of the day with pray'r, 260 

The laughing question if the guest should have 
The company candlestick kept apart for him. 
Or fare as member of the family 
Even as he made petition, — let them be, 
O Muse, for whose calm eye no terrors dwell 265 
In fiery swords and holy faces set 
To guard the portal of the chamber where 
Kate bounced to bed, but Mabel linger'd long 
With unbound tresses over sacred books. 
Then lay beside her sister wide awake ; 270 

In the soft stillness of the summer night, 
Or rather say (for where was here one shade 
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Of all Night brings from worlds of awe to Earth ?) 

In the soft stillness of the silvern hours 

That veil the eye and set the spirit free 275 

To treasure the bright meanings of the day, — 

Awake, awake, and yet awake ! From that 

Day forth when low she bow'd her sunny head 

Before the altar and heard pealing forth 

Above it, to Confirm her in her vows, 2 So 

The voice of the Chief Pastor as he call'd 

On God Almighty to * defend this child ' — 

Hath she not made it hers — from that day forth — 

To cradle in Heaven her last thought, bathe her first 

At morning with pure beams that well from Heaven ? 

But O these wakeful hours ! 'twere surely now, 286 

Ere yet the tide of sleep began to flow. 

Safe — were it not ? — to let one's idle heart 

Go wandering with another for awhile. 
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II. 
THE SCHOOL-FEAST, 

'* Now, Mr. Noel, you've known us for a week.' — 
*A week so long there never was, I think' — 

* I know there never was a word so rude.' — 

* " Long " I reiterate ; — so hard it is 

To think there was a time I knew you not' 5 

The flowers that never graced not, all the year, 
The table at their breakfast she renew'd. 
She blush'd above the posy. He adored 
Her snowy little fingers in the flowers. 
The early morning play'd about the roonL 10 

But when at simny breakfast all were seated, 
Blithe said the mother, as she dipped the cups, 

* I think the girls, my dear, should call and ask 
The Bran tarns to the school-feast.' * To be sure.' 
And Noel, asking who the Brantams were, t 5 
Heard of the good old couple at the Hall, 

Their wealth, retinue, hospitalities. 

To poor and rich, and how they lived alone 

As loving as a bridal pair together, 
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Kissing each other (so the rumour ran) 20 

Each morning on the hearth-rug. Said mamma, 

* And why not, Mr. Noel, if he will ? 

So lovely a summer never yet was known, 
I think it sin to stop indoors to-day.' 

* At least to err from Pindar,' smiled papa, 25 

* On such a morning were a sin, I think, 
Luminous like the shade upon the flowers : 
Such sin may haunt us even in Heaven, I hope. 
Nor burn us up with blushes that we fail'd 

To see in what seem'd dark to vulgar eyes, 30 

In sin itself, the splendour of the Lord, 
As other sages.' * Better wear, my dear, 
Your blue,' mamma was saying. 

So they walk'd 
Down the long lane where Kate and Mabel saw 
The artist paint the bank a year ago : — 35 

Up to the murderous bush o'erhung with shreds 
Of wizen'd weasel, brindled hawk, and crow 
Funereal, where the girls complaining loud 
About the miserable * Company ' 
That bought the shooting of the Manor now, 40 

Noel said hotly, * Company or lord, 
A cruel and a most ignoble sport,' 
And Mabel, all as hotly, * Not at all ! '— 
And passing by old Morton's, — he who wrote 
Love-letters to the teacher at the school, — 45 

They held grave counsel if 'twere best to write 
Or speak proposals, till there gazed upon 'em, 
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Divine with all disdain, the splendid Bull 
White Apis, from the paddock of the HalL 

* I wonder if this rich rug be the rug,' 50 

Said Roland as they waited for the lady, 
* Whereon you tell me the good couple kiss.* 
She enter'd ere he heard. *And so, my dears. 
So this is Mr. Noel. Mr. Noel, 
What do you think of Oakbum ? need I ask? 55 

Not I, who know what happy faces mean. 
Eh, Mabel ? How you grow, child ! There, my dear. 
Don't be offended. If I told your friend 
You wore short dresses but a year ago 
He never would believe it. Help yourself 60 

To wine, Sir. You would hke to see the garden ? 
You know the way, girls : lead the way, and leave 
Your knight to show his proper chivalry 
In waiting on the helpless. Are you fond 
Of flowers, Mr. Noel ? O you are 1 65 

And pray how long have you been fond of flowers ? 
And which is oldest, you or Mabel, pray ? 
The same. I guessed as much. And can you tell me 
About the Rectory fruit-trees ? Have they plums ? 
Greengages ? I might send them some with James 
Who rides that way this evening. O you cannot ? 7 1 
But let me tell you fruit is very nice. 
IVe lost the girls : youVe not : no, — there they are 
At the other end of the conservatory. 
So you think Mabel sweetest? Well, perhaps. 75 
You did not say so ? I should think not ! no — 
Be not afraid, you have not breathed a word. 
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What flower would suit her ? You can see her now 
From where I stand, all hues around her face. 
The white rosebud ? Then take it. So, my dears, 
You leave me to the scolding I must have 8i 

When Mr. Brantam finds that you've been here 
And have not stayed to see him. Must go now ? 
Know you not the sooner this dear walk begins 
The sooner it ends ? Young people never do. 85 
Good-bye, dears, if indeed my words are vain.' 

And what did Roland think of Mrs. Brantam ? 
Think of her ? Think ? He was in love with her ! 
And pray how many had he been in love with 
Since he had been at Oakbum ? Well, he never 90 
Had met so many that he liked so much. 
What would he think when he had been a year 
At Oxford ? So they prattled on their way. 
But ere they reached their home, a little while 
Kate linger'd at a cottage to discuss 95 

Plain sewing, and the two went on together. 
And after they had walk'd without a word, 
Then Noel gave the rosebud : then he found 
Voice enough even to tell her what a joy 
It was that she was younger than her sister. 100 

' Why ? ' * For if not, then I should have to say 
* Miss Dudley,' now *Miss Mabel.' As she laugh'd 
Kate caught them ; in a little they were home. 

School-wreaths were woven all a rainy day. 
But that quick patter, which unseal'd their eyes 105 
And sent sharp terror to their tender souls 
Next morning, only beat the sunny pane 
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With dancing flowers. When mamma would know 
What Katie dear was going to wear, * Mamma/ 
Said Katie, laughing, * put to Mabel that no 

Kind question.* But the bird was flown, too weak 
To bear the very mock she burn'd to hear. 

While to and fro the lawn the parish paced. 
The ToUmans, Barrows, Borthwicks, Peppermeres, 
Hicks, Doodles, Walter- Waggs, and Bondley-Sweets, 
From Budd to Brantam, half the county, — look ! ii6 
Processional, with banner, trump, and drum. 
An ample mug in each bewilder'd hand, 
The children wound beyond the trees and burst 
To * British Grenadier' upon the lawn. 120 

Impurpling half the lawn they sat them down, — 
A shock to the master of the school — (as yet 
The master of the school, but soon to wear 
The surplice and the stole and charm the flock) — 
Whose waving hand aroused them and they sang 125 
Grace: and soon down from burdened trays were 

dropped, 
By dainty hands, in little paws and laps, 
Cold heaps of bread and butter and large mounds 
Of fruitful cake, with meek tea not unwash'd. 

And Kate had pounced upon a weeping boy : 130 
* You faithless Mabel,' cried she, * so to leave 
Your lover ! ' (If our Mabel seem'd to blush, 
Her sad mishap with tea-jug and with cake 
Were cause enough) — * Your lover, Johnny Dawes, 
Your little lover Johnny,' Kate pursued : 133 
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* My Johnny, O my Johnny, what's the matter? ' 
Flying to rescue from his grief the boy, 

Cried Mabel — 'Tell me, whafs the matter, Johnny? 

This is my little lover, Mr. Noel, 

Are you not, Johnny? And he's five years old, 140 

And what's the matter? ' And she fondled him 

And kiss'd him and caress'd him till the youngster, 

Used as he was to much, began to put 

Enormous wonder in two pale blue eyes. 

If Roland once or twice that afternoon 145 

Avoided Mowbray, football, jump and swing, 
The races and the running in the sacks, — 
Had he not found that Mabel just belonged 
To all but him to-day ? As day wore on 
He wearied. Mabel, making for the house, 150 

Pass'd breathless up the lone walk that he chose : 

* O,' she said, * Mr. Noel, I'm ^raid 
You've made a martyr of yourself to-day.' 

* O no, I only like to walk alone.* 

* But tea is ready ; won't you come ? ' ^ I thank you, 
I like to be alone a httle while.' 156 
She hung a moment, then she went 

As tea 
Sank into ruins some remembefd Noel : 
*He has had no tea.' *Who saw him last?' * My 

darling, 
Mabel, — Mabel have you seen him ? ' ' What, 160 
Papa?' — 'Have you seen Roland?' 'Yes, I saw 

him'... 
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*Well, my dear?' * Bless the child/ cried Mrs. 
Brantam, 

* Mabel, youVe hardly spoken to me to-day ! ' 
And when a quiet comer hid them both, 

* I hope you feel as grateful as you should, 165 
You little beaten rose-bud. Do not laugh ; 

You'll cry, pet' 

Last of all, when half were gone, 
And twilight, deepening under closing trees, 
Together drew congenial groups and pairs. 
Then where the grave ecclesiastics march'd 170 

Pondering o'er the days whereon we fall — 
On Oaths and Tests, the Bishops and the Queen, 
Parliament, Convocation, Education, 
Retreats, Confession, Mr. Gladstone, Pews, 
The Popedom — ('Bless me,' Mowbray said, * I wonder 
What poor old Jonas thinks about it all, 176 

Old Jonas of Bethsaida, Peter's sire ') — 
There Noel march'd. Earth darken'd. Heaven shone 
With many an early star above their heads. 
They yet debating, they propounding, each, i8d 

His diagnosis of the Time. * A Time,* 
One said, * by so much worse than one of lead 
As lead looks dull and heavy as it is. 
Nor gives it out that gold were not so good.' 
And * O,' another sigh'd, ' for yet one breath, 185 

But one pure breath from air of other days 
Ere dense it grew and chill with rising doubt ! ' 
To whom the Rector answei'd, * What the worth 
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Of him whose passion for his native land 

Faints in her hour of darkness — fails her then ? 190 

Why dearer native land than native age ? 

— ^'Twere well, I think, if we would less complain 

Of Times than dread their just complaints of us. 

For this of which you speak — the toil of Faith, 

What lacks our epoch which another had? 195 

If there is no God now there never was ! ' 
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III. 

THE LETTERS. 

Down by the borders of the Parish dwelt 

The Deanes. A painter was the man by trade, 

And, painting Fairleigh Court a year ago, 

He sickened at his work, was borne away 

(The wicked venom of his evil paint 5 

Was flaming as a fire upon his face) 

Home, and when thought retum'd, the life and power 

Had passed from every limb. From day to-day 

Imbecile, on his pallet was he laid, 

But, rolling in large sockets mournful eyes 10 

That knew their largeness and their wild regard. 

Could look from buzzing window, with its flies, 

Down to clicking fire and watch the hearth 

Grow withered in the sunshine and revive, — 

Mark the baked apple that he did not care 1 5 

To taste, but might care soon, — could set to tune 

(To the last tune the passing children sang) 

The ticking clock, or, closing eyes, could count 

Some five slow sixties and therewith compare 

The minutes. Three the loud clock boomed — (a time 

Of pleasure — not so long to Wait for tea 2 1 
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Yet not so short that tea shall soon be done) — 
When, more than if the breeze had jarr*d it only, 
He heard the garden gate and, through the tops 
Of hollyhocks in flower, beheld the gleam 25 

Of silk. * Miss Mabel ' — from without cried Janet, 
(Janet the wife, a rectory maiden once,) 
' Miss Mabel, so you've come : he said you would : 
Didn't you, Deane ? ' And when the young girl brought 
The living air beside his bed, he smiled, 30 

* Well, Miss, it came across me that you would.' 

* There, Janet,' said she, * empty that ' — and laid 
Her basket on the table — ' Lor, Miss Mabel, 
How could you bring it all this way ? But sure 
You never came alone ; to be sure not ; no ; 35 
1 knew Miss Kate could not be far away.' 

Hastily Mabel answered, * What, she was 

Always a grandmother to me, was she, Janet ? 

Dear old Katie ! ' * Aye she was, Miss, that ! 

She 7vas good : but you both were.' * Fie, for shame ! 

You know I was not and how cross you were ! 41 

But, Mr. Deane, she was in love you know, 

So I forgave her.' Mabel stopp'd ashamed, 

I^ooking at the wan face of the sick. 

Wan, yet not sad to hear her speak. She read 45 

Softly a chapter of St. John. She went 

Upon a bank lay Roland. Round about 
The children of the neighbouring cottages 
Drew near with dread. One little one had drawn 
Unknowingly so near it could not stir. 50 

The light gold hair, the rosy cheeks, the fair 
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Blue eye, the gold-green apple at the lips, 
Had charmed with colour Roland's eye, his hat 
Charming the child no less. So Mabel found him. 

* By Thorley Down or round by Stuart Point : — 55 
Which shall it be ? ' she ask'd. * By Stuart Point- 
By Thorley Mr. Dudley showed the way : 
Let there be one walk that you show'd me first' 
Then as they wandered through the wood toward 
The Point, she pour'd into his ear her grief : 60 

Those poor poor Deanes — ^how patient were they both f 
* O, Mr. Noel, have you never felt 
The shame of feeling happy ? Yet of course 
We should be happy, as papa proclaims 
For ever in his dictum, thanking God 65 

For giving us the pains we will not take 
To get at pleasure.' And so searching out 
What pain was meaning, meanings found they many, 
Ere, changing sheltered wood for open ridge. 
They faced a wind that scattered MabeFs hair, 70 

And Roland, aiding to secure the hat. 
Remembered those clear waves of tender light 
That over sunny waters up a rock 
Or up the gunwale of a shining boat 
Play, and he told her. And no wonder then, 75 

No wonder if they mark'd not Mr. Cheek 
Poised by the wayside on the dark hill-top. 
Like one who (should time spare him) yet might grow 
To be (D. V.) a Mute. A bolder man 
Perchance had turn'd a coward, slinking by 80 

Unnoticed : he shrunk not : he shook their hands, 
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He faced their blushes. ' Are you going home ? 

Then we can walk together : is your party 

Before us or behind ? Neither ? Indeed ? 

All well, I trust, Miss Dudley ? Mr. Noel, 85 

I hope your own home-news are good. I hope 

To see your mother shortly, for I hear 

My cousins are her neighbours for awhile. 

Can I do anything ? tell her anything ? 

But doubtless she knows all that I can tell her.* 90 

He clung beside them to the garden gate 

Of Oakbum. There he parted all in haste. 

Their comfort was — (and thus to feel and own 

A common comfort was a bliss, perhaps, 

Outweighing half the trouble each had suffer'd) — 95 

That while they wound along the avenue 

They heard beyond the sudden shower rush down. 

Blown dry was Cheek, however, ere he stood 
With boy-faced meekness waiting Mowbray's call 

* Come in ' to the meek tap he gave his door, 100 
With boisterous greeting follow'd — * How d'ye do ? 
I'm glad to see you, Cheek — you'll have some tea — 
You'll find a chair clear somewhere — but you're wet — 
You'd like a fire — sit down — can't find a chair? 
Look here, then — bundle off those books— and, now 
Miss Pippins' (the landlady follow'd Cheek) 106 

* Miss Pippins, tell us what you've got for tea — 
Bring all directly — and how are you, Cheek ? — 

Sit down — look, there's " The Guardian " — would you 

mind? 
I've just a page of club-accounts to finish.' no 
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Terribly long to finish the one page, 
Or so it seem'd to Cheek, who knew so well 
How quickly things will cool now days draw in — 
But mischief to irreparable length 
Had not extended yet when Mowbray push'd 115 
His chair back, thrust his hair up, turning round, 
Eager as Cheek himself, toward the board 
Cheek long had eyed. Of all the world they talked. 
About the Vicar that was new-arrived 
At Little Squelsham — what did Mowbray think ? — 1 20 
Some thought him cold — yes, Mowbray thought so — 

one 
Who (if he only cared to tell them) knew 
A thing or two about the Polar Seas. 
What thought he of the speaker at the last 
Ruridecanal Synod, the renown'd 125 

High Churchman ? — A mad Chinaman, who, seeing 
His joss-house set on fire, obtested much, 
Seem'd most to Mowbray like the shaven man 
In look and action. So they talk'd : but stopping 
Or ever the third ^g% was more than broach'd, 130 
Cheek, with hot sips of tea, and paler chins, 
Confess'd his object : — he had seen to-day 
Young Noel and Miss Mabel out alone ! 

* How pleasant ! ' * But you do not think it right ? ' 

* Right ? ' * But now, Mowbray, do you think it is ? ' 

* Cheek, were that lad my brother, I should pray 136 
God grant him Mabel ! ' * Should you, Mowbray ? ' 

' Yes.' 

* H'm ! yes : I thought— you see you sent him here — 
(You know well Mrs. Dudley, Mowbray, don't you ? 
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I thought you did— -perhaps we both do —well) — 140 

I thought I'd better tell you ? won't you write 

His mother ? ' * I ? But look you, Cheek, my work 

Is helping souls to Heaven. What way like this 

Of love ? ' And Cheek was robb'd of all reply. 

Hit by his own clear proof on Sunday last 145 

That Heaven was Love and Love was surely Heaven. 

And yet not easy was our Mowbray's mind, 
When Cheek had left : he communed with himself : 
* I kept my foot from Cheek ; but save in this 
Can I securely claim that I was right? 150 

If Mrs. Noel said she ought to know 
About these girls— that Roland is a child — 
That I had better mind my own concerns 
Than make a match for Roland — what reply ? ' 
He paced an hour, until it seem'd the best 155 

To take in hand a pen and see what came. 
What came indeed another day must show. 

'Twas evening. Though the flush of western skies 
From one side of the cups that on the board 
At Oakbum, waited for the tea to come, 160 

Faded, a ruddier on the other broke — 
The firelight, for the eventides grew chill. 
The mother on her cushions nodding dozed, 
Kate dropped the broider'd work she could not see, 
And Mabel, where the casement glimmer'd still, 165 
Read to its end the chapter of her tale, 
Then in the dark a sweeter chapter yet 
Sat reading until they, for whom they waited, 
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Coming should send the murmur of their wheels 

Before them : for that morning had they ridden 170 

Early to a distant Synod, for the Rector, 

Reminding Roland Noel of a wish, 

Of some old wish to see the works of art 

In Gundulph Keep, his good wife added, * Go, 

Go ; you'll remember what the Rector won't — 

To call for letters.' 

And indeed he had. 
— Remember'd ? Yes, he had : — * worse luck for him ! ' 
He said, ere hats and coats were put aside 
When home at last, though late and cold, they came. 
* Here are your letters, Mrs. Dudley, yours, 180 

Miss Mabel ; may they do you all the good 
That mine has taken out of me, though written, 
Alas, that I should say so, by my mother. 
Mysterious beyond measure — not a word, 
Not even a tone explaining what it means — 185 

But this the blank sum-total of it all — 
She wants me — I must join her — come at once I 
To-morrow I must leave you.' 

Was the tea, 
That eve, indeed too bitter to be borne. 
Or honied more than any? After tea 190 

Over a little table either leaning 
Play'd a long game of hands and eyes, and call'd it 
Chess : not a word of Pindar or of Prose, 
This evening, — ^when would such another come ? 
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* Early to bed, so early weVe to rise.' 195 

* Nay, Mrs. Dudley, do not rise for me.' 

* My dear, whatever can you think of us ? 
No word, not one word more : good night.' 

Poor Mabel . — 
To wake up thrice and dream the dawn was here, 
Then to be roused up in the first true sleep 200 

By hearing Bob wheel forth and wash the chaise 
Out in the grey cold where no comfort was ! 

The hated morsel forced against the heart, 
The gay talk and the lips that will not laugh 
Or end with such a quiver, — who hath never 
Made, to his grief, such breakfast as was made 
By Roland on that morning : then at last 
Came the * Good-bye, God bless you : we shall hear 
Sometimes. I*m not your Coach alone ; you have 209 
My pra/rs, God bless you.' — *Bob, no time to lose.' — 

* Good-bye, good-bye,' — and through the sullen soil 
Slow ground the wheels away to the last turn 

Of hedgerow melting in the morning fog. 

Her little chicks all fed, she threw her shawl 
About her, and her hat upon her head, 215 

And started down the parish to fulfil 
A promise : a poor semstress wanted work : 
She took it — if unhappy yet, I think, 
More proud, with such a sorrow as few joys 
Are rich enough to purchase. Not the step 220 

This of the Uttle Mabel whose light trip 
u 
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All Oakbum knew so well. But when at last, 

Her kindly errand done, she sauntered home. 

And found herself sole mistress of herself, 

And caird on all her old delights to come, 225 

Old happy friendships, old enchanting books, 

Her music and her painting and her flowers. 

And felt them holding all their ghostly peace, 

Then she could bear the dreadful thing no more ; 

She dropp'd upon a chair and shook with sobs. 230 

Not long could Mabel suffer : there was yet 
A dream to dream. Papa was sure to hear. 
What little word might not be thrown to her 
To cherish ? What, indeed ? 

— Papa heard not, 
And Noel wrote not. For mamma it was — 235 

The letter — and a lad/s hand that wrote. — 
* 12, Upper Eden, Scarborough, Monday morning. 
Dear Mrs. Dudley ; — I shall speak of all 
Your kindness to my boy when I have written 
The busiiiess of my letter. Let me own 240 

I hurried him away because I fear'd 
The thing that happened. Mr. Cheek and I 
Were talking of you all, and when I heard 
About your girls — I knew my boy — I feared. 
It's all too late. They are far too young, and yet 245 
I have no heart — have you ? — to answer back 
*• No " when he tells me that he loves your Mabel. 
Poor boy ! his father gone, and I — well, either 
He has more need of love to lean upon 
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Than most, or else I think so. May it be ? 250 

How glad I am to feel his father held 

No man he knew in deeper reverence 

Than Mr. Dudley, though they did not meet. 

We wonder'd if he ought to send a line 

To Mabel; we agreed he ought to wait 255 

For your consent. But you will not refuse 

To give his love and mine, for let me say 

I half believe full half what Roland tells me 

About her, for the same day that I saw 

Poor Mr. Cheek, I heard from Mr. Mowbray — 260 

If Roland has a rival it is there : 

Proud you will be to read his words one day. 

But give my dearest love to little Mabel, 

And kiss her. Tell her I shall feel it sad 

And lonely when her lover leaves me too, 265 

So she must often come and be my child. 

I said I had to thank you ; but I think. 

Dear Mrs. Dudley, you must feel that more 

Than thanks are utter'd in each word of this. 

You will not leave us long without an answer.' 270 
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HERMINIUS; OR, THE KNIGHT AND 
THE KING. 

A FANCY. 

[From the *Gesta Romanorum.*] 

A CANOPY of crimson o'er his head, 

The Emperor feasted, — on a dais he, 

With diadem, and all before his face, 

And ranged beside him in his blazing hall. 

The noblest names of his wide empire wore 5 

Faces that peopled, in that day, the world 

Which led the darkling world to light and peace, 

High faces, mighty forms ; — and faces fairer 

Far than hands femed for lesser deeds than these, 

Which curb'd sword-skill to-day to dainty carving, 10 

Were bom to win, commingled ligTit with theirs ; 

And music set high themes of glory forth, 

Of love, of faith, of honour ; and with all 

Of earth and water and air, that kindly fire 

For man matures, the imperial board was piled ; 15 

And, proud to bate young breath behind great knights, 

Hung pages ; and resounding without end — 

(One endless breaker along shores of bliss) — 
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The laugh of countless raptures knew no pause, 

Rejoicing round their greatest * Yea shall he, 20 

Herminius '— the Emperor had said — 

* Shall this my foremost knight, the which, one day, 

Shall wed mine Aiglfe, pass from hence to beard 

The Paynim, and of me have no high grace ? 

But I will manifest my heart toward him. 25^ 

Token of my power shall none, or smallest sign 

In seed or bud or blossom, flower or fruit, 

Hold, I proclaim, its peace in that great feast 

I give, with summons and command for all, 

Each kind in its own choicest, to find voice 30 

For me toward him, as God gives to man. 

Ere yet on mortal life the glooms descend. 

Sweet youth and sweeter love 1 * — Beside the throne. 

Beside her high-throned father Aigl^ sat, 

Soft-eyed, as sitting with her father's guests ; 35 

And slow she touched the plate her dear lord shared, 

Herminius — ^broke the march-pine — (yea so much 

As grieving heart to tender lip allowed) — 

And delicately took, and made it pass 

In dimples of her mouth dissolved away. 40 

Over a garden looked a balcony 
Half-nested in the treetops. The full moon 
O'er tides of love at fullest flow serenely 
Ruled. In a trance the stars beamed. Thither led — 
When broken up was that imperial feast, 45 

And, wandering where they would, the gentle guests 
Took sweet delight in converse and in song, — 
Herminius his Aiglfe. Him she followed. 
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Was trembling in his hand a little flower. 

Too sweet, too subtle for man's keenest eye 50 

To follow the bright line that edged its curve ! 

Faint, baffled, reel'd the sense that strove to follow. 

In trouble gazed the twain upon the flower, 

Till, soul upon its soul, they gazed in peace, 

Nor, soul-sustain'd, shrank eye from crimson curve. 

Herminius smiled and spake : 'A, lady mine, 56 

Loved one this flower and long*d to tell men so, 

I ween no word would leave him, he would give, 

Bid look alone ; yet who could learn thereby 

What laud he long'd o'er this fair flower to sing, 60 

Save one whose yearning heart like laud was hymning 1 

O but I think, my beautiful Aiglb, never 

In this world, where men wait for God to give. 

Hath fruit come forth to fulness or flow'r open'd 

For lip or hand to lose or win, but round 65 

Its tender bloom, this golden legend wam'd : — 

" Who hath, shall have.'' Shall Love, shall Love— the 

wealth 
Of wealth, to wait for which I think God made 
All waiting, — Aiglb — O shall this come dwell 
With him that hath not ? Nay, as veteran lords 70 
Build, for an inmost heart of all their halls, 
Some holy chapel — in their chapel set 
The tokens of the story of their life, 
Their goings to and fro about the world, 
Reveal'd in wondrous weapons — awful axe 75 

Of golden heft that Odin's children spann'd, — 
Gemm'd sword hilt — blue inscribed scimetar, — 
Banner of gold and crimson — horsetail torn 
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From hell-bound heathen caught in lands of Christ — 

The crown a king hath worn — of chains an heap 80 

All gold — casque wing'd or smooth as moon— so I 

Will store my soul with splendid deeds and get 

The glory and the blessing and the power 

The honour and the wisdom that enrich 

Men's hearts, if haply, after many days, 85 

Love — the one gift, whereby all gifts are given, — 

Be mine, Love elevate with memories 

Of human strifes and triumphs. Till that come, 

Thee shall I pray ? But if I pray thee, Sweet, 

May She, the all-pitiful Mother, whose thou art, 90 

Make pitiful thy soul that thou discover 

How fainteth mine that fain would pray thee wait 

Seven years unwedded, if no certain word 

Declare me with the host that bear the palms 

In yon blue world among the stars of Heaven.' 95 

Her hand was in his hand ; upon his heart 
Her head. The earth, the silent orbs above her 
Took up her silent word in that great song 
Of everlasting vows that know no breaking 
Sung by the speechless chorus to their God. 100 

While yet the hueless champaign wanted dawn, 
Its dwellers, through their twilight pale and bleak, 
Spurred, clapping thighs, bay-black with shaggy fell, 
Close, and against the chill wind fixing firm 
Long goads like withered spears, on rough wild-beasts. 
To mark — (their herds deserted and their dogs) — 
The morning vision of the belted knight 107 
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Prick to the far-off land. Him, at high noon, 

A shepherd, knitting hose and tending sheep, 

Where sultry sward entombed a city, saw no 

Stretched out in grave repose, beside his roan, 

In shade of rock or ruin where the fern 

Confessed alone the living air all else 

In sullen pain denied. That eve, at last. 

Near a dense wood, among whose golden leaves 115 

Were glancing golden orioles all with songs 

Of Love's sweet harvest and the purpling fig, 

One saw the knight face westward round and draw 

His sword, as if, some solemn while, to have 

The utmost blaze of glory sun can give 120 

And breathe his * Ave Mary,' whence he rode 

Down to a chapel and an hermitage, 

Already, while the gleamy throne of Hesper 

Unmounted hung, attained. And Rome beheld. 

As morrow after morrow mix'd their beams 125 

With that celestial light which ring'd her brow, 

That noble face no longer. 

Never day 
Brought light wherein his Aigl^ saw not plain 
The clear and open visage of her knight. 
How dear to all her maidens the fresh task 130 

Of showing their love-wisdom each to other 
By subtlety of tendance on their lady ! 
What rivalry, what conflict ! * A, perdy ! 
But trow ye that our lady careth now 
For pearl or splendid ruby ? ' — * For his glory, 135 
I tell thee, will she wear them every one 
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Among his knightly brethren : yea but beamed 
Here high in hall that fair white skin he showeth, 
God wot, all pearls and rubies were as they 
That dance on rapids in a showery sun. 140 

— Go take thy love to them that mate in bams ! * 
These were the hot ways of her maidens. She 
Oft as her father held high feast, if one 
More marvellous velvet, sunnier silk were hers, 
This would she take with cloth of gold, nor spare 145 
To fix large eyes and dream her dream of beauty, 
Until all safe it grew to set her fingers 
Free to go wander round her brows, and draw 
Down rose-white neck the rich dark hair, and part 
Gold wavelets — gold — (as dark night moulds the 
need 150 

Of morning, in the dark tress gleam'd the gold) — 
Part golden waves to float her queenly crown. 
Maybe she ponder'd, ' All may come to-day ! 
How if a palmer entered hall, this eve. 
Cheered faintly, sank and swallow'd wine, outgasp'd 
His tale of the great battle, and my lord's 156 

Victorious glory waken'd all the world. 
And all his brethren — all my father's Tcnights — 
From door to lifting dais upward blazed 
With shouted volley, tears, and thrills of cheek, 160 
To pledge my lord ? How rich, how richly dight 
Should one, that hour, be found, that men may mark 
AVho in the lustre of his high love sees 
Her crown the dust a sunbeam shows the air! ' 

Yea, mused she so, sweet soul? But whom she 
made 165 
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Of lonely musing, the worn palmer pale 

With news. Heaven never brought, and dawn by dawn 

A sadder silence o'er the land seem'd growing. 

, The banquet miss'd her : Save the poor, the sick, 
The sad, that pined about her gates, few saw 1 70 
Their Aigl^, few, unless full softly one 
Of those her maidens broke her solitude 
To tell the final tale of happy love, 
To whisper out the name that she would wed ; — 
Whereafter eye was none from bower to hall 175 

But saw its Aigl^ — such sweet grace did she 
To bride and blushing groom at the glad feast. 

Now beauteous Aiglb pray'd her father bid 
His aged limner teach her how to blazon : — 
In even scale so ween'd she still to keep, 180 

By sacred toil upheld and holy vision. 
Her soul through sorrow's storm and tumult. Quoth 
The limner as, one even, he left her bower, 
Quoth he, with * a ! ' with ' benedicite ! ' 
' When I was what, by God's good grace, I am not, 
Vain-glory all my lure, and all my care 
To please who praised, what faces have I limn'd ! 
Fair were such faces ? Yea, but far too fair 
So to be left by one who grew to love them 
As I, in Art's sweet grace, had grown to love ; 190 
Whenceforth mine hand mine own heart only served. 
And all mine handiwork began to change. 
With gloom and rough dislike from friend and foe, 
With light and gladness to my soul : — So God 
Is altering this fair princess, mouth and eyes ! ' 195 
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Yea, the good limner raark'd the pensive change 

In Aiglfe. More and more with blazon'd saints 

She found a shelter in her cedam bower. 

Even bliss would brim with tears her mournful eyes 

When suffering but sweetened some rapt face 200 

That grew beneath her touch, uplifting looks 

From veil back-drawn of dark bloom-violet 

To golden Heavens. But O when bleeding hearts 

Have framed fair things no loving eye shall see ! — 

What keenest wail of woe shall utter this ? 205 

How touch it in a tale ? Perceive it rather 

In symbol as mine Aiglb saw so often 

At even, turning from the pictured pane 

That fronted where the sun went down the west — 

The crimson'd crimson, gilded gold, the pure 210 

Bloom-purple there — to this poor pictured page. 

White refuse ash its deepest, tenderest ! 

— ^^Vere lute less vain to bring her life, with warble 

Of voice unstudied ? She would lift her lute, 

Round her unutterable aching weave 215 

What folds of thought or music eased it best — 

Here is a ditty she remembers yet 

* Warm noonday peaks and dells 

With tender glory gleam 
Far down in opal wells ; 220 

But O the light that dwells 

In eyes that dream ! 

' A pine-brand the pine glows 
With glory none shall keep ; 
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Sink sun ! — the big tear grows, 225 

A burning blaze overflows 
Drown'd eyes that weep. 

* Each setting star is fair, 

The blank East white as hate. 
The low hill dark and bare, 230 

And bitter bleak the air 

On eyes that wait. 

* Lute, lull thy murmur, let 

Thy soul not breathe for awe, 
Unless thou know'st if yet 235 

Gold morning ever met 

Lit eyes that saw.' 

It fortuned, on a day, that Aiglb found 
The cheery tongues around her twice themselves ; 
Glad bugles blew about the palace, trills 240 

Of song came through the gay air gaily up. 
From courtyard and from terrace : — life like this, 
From voice or bugle blown or warbled song — 
Sprang it indeed from these or forth from her 
Whose fasting spirit on the bhssful truth 245 

Fed of but one year only lacking now 
Of the hard seven ? But when the summer sun 
At midday burnt dead-quiet all the courts 
Nor dared one head to brave its fire, she 
So barr'd the splendour and the torture out 250 

That dim as darksome agate was the bower. 
Nor at her temples hover'd more of pain 



y Google 



302 HERMINIUS; OR, 

Than olden bee-sting leaveth, only found 

A burden if remembered. Dropped unhasp'd 

Her girdle ; where the casement gave a couch, 255 

Shoulder and head in saffron silk she pillowed 

Cool as fresh flowers, upon the cool slab-seat 

Her burning hands unfolded : * Six dread years 

Have all been borne;' — she closed her eyes to 

murmur — 
* How could they ? ' From the pearls her deep hair 

broke, 260 

Beneath its loosen'd robe her smoothest body 
Its own bare self perceived : her loosen'd rings 
Slowly she moved as if themselves they slipt 
To play among her fingers — waiting so 
Till some sweet comfort clothe her as the year 265 
The fledgeling ! It may be that she but dream'd, — 
That sleep was on her and she only dream'd, — 
When wondering what such burning stress of sun 
Was bringing to full ripeness. 

Late it grew, 
When, breaking on her dream, one stood beside her, 
And told her of an harbinger without, 271 

An herald from her father with demand 
His dearest daughter would not pretermit 
Her wonted evening garden walk. She summoned 
Her ladies, and, attired in pall and crown, 275 

Down where strange eyes had fiU'd the corridors 
In wonder walked — strange faces, alien garbs, 
Commingled, as confusions from her dream. 
With faces and with garbs known every day, 
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That throng'd her father's palace. Who be these ? 
Whose people ? Yea, what manner wight was he 281 
Appearing on the lawn, beyond the porch, 
Beside her father? Wrought with gold his garb. 
Yea, ermine-edged his mantle, less than king 
Was this she met ? Her father his own hand held 
So that her hand fell in it as either knew. 286 

Along the garden terrace moved the three. 
The elder pray'd his princely guest — (the while 
Fair Aigl^ marveird what his youthful years 289 

Might be, what quest had lured him to her father) — 
Paint the far country where he wonn'd \ they spoke 
Of regal rule together, how we beat 
Back heathen hounds from peaceful state the best. 
How drive through barren wastes of wood and marsh 
The plough, by what best wisdom plant the men 295 
Who, being bom of God, shall raise up seed 
To Christ— of rule they spoke, of youth and years, 
Of wealth and war and laurel'd peace and strength 
And wisdom, until westward o'er the murmur 
Of Rome, behind a pyre of black tree stems 300 

Flamed the red orb of sunset. They, to see 
The last, clomb upward to a gilded dome 
Of pleasance : round about it went a flower : 
In northern woodland one may spy such flower. 
If such it be that into knots of tiny 305 

Colour and odour bloometh there, but here 
Ran over and embossed with scarlet blaze 
From base to pinnacle the dome. ' Aha ! ' 
The King cried, starting, staring. * Know'st thou, 
then,' 309 
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The imperial Host made answer, * Good Sir King, 

This nurseling of thy world transfigured here ? ' 

And * God,' the King smiled, *give thee joy fair flower. 

Fair northern flower, of these thy southern blooms 

Whereof in our dark home no dream thou hadst ! 

I meet thine hopes half way and bless thee thus ' — 315 

For while he spoke he finger'd through the flowers 

Even to the fairest, pluck'd it, tender'd it 

To Aigl^. And as, — turned from flower and dome. 

Warm-breathing round their nearing steps they felt 

The palace — ^while he smoothed his falcon down, 320 

And stayed his steps and theirs, and therewithal 

Had somewhat, as it seem'd, he fain would say, 

He slowly found words thus : * O Emperor Host, 

Time was, nor yet long since, when, pent at home 

In darkness, by mine own self yet undazzled — 325 

Undazed as yet, I say, by thoughts of mine, 

Hopes, dreams, and visions newly bom of glory. 

And Rome, and light, bloom opening after bloom. 

As yon fair northern flow'r i' the southern sun — 

Yet undistraught of these, and pent at home 330 

In gloom, I seemed what men declared — the king 

That now I know I am not : yet thyself 

With name and style of king hath deign'd to grace 

Thy servant, O mine Emperor : now, behold. 

Must gathering clouds of high refusal mount 335 

Thy brows, if, trusting thy thought not mine own — 

Thy thought that deals as with a king with me — 

Full fain I be to crown indeed mine head. 

To win this maiden to my wife and queen ? ' 
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Outspoke that goodly Emperor, *Save thy soul, 340 
Sir King, — to win this maiden to thy wife 
Full fain art thou, fain I that she were thine. 
Swift the years speed and very old am I, 
And hard it were to nill what thou hast will'd. 
Such grace God gives thee. Natheless know, Sir 
King, 345 

That blackest foe to mine own peace were I 
If sin so dark upon my radiant soul 
I laid, as mar the blest freewill of maiden 
Love : an ill ruler were I then to sway 
A realm of human spirits. Speak thyself, 350 

Woo for thyself. Sir King/ 

As wan as death 
Stood Aigl^ : save of darkness she knew nought, 
Chill darkness and deep scent of evening flowers 
That pierced her through the gloom, all other feeling 
Fled. But she fell not down, nor fail'd to seize 355 
The world returning on her sense before 
The King had breathed one word. 

'Lord King,' she said, 
* Not free am I that I should be thy wife. 
For lo six years agone I vow'd a vow 359 

To wed, while seven whole years fulfill'd their round. 
With none: — Sir King, one more year yet remains/ 

She spake. The mute King pondefd. * Good Sir 
King,' 
The Father said, * abide God's grace a year.' 

X 
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As one who moves in darkness — (what sharp thing 
May gloom not fashion to leap out and smite 365 
If one should start ?)— moved Aiglfe all that eve. 
But when her ladies left her, up she rose ; 
A crescent of low lamps about the feet 
Of Virgin Mother on the wall she lit, 
With care that linger'd over each, till none 3 70 

Lack'd light; nought lack'd savepray*r ; for that great 

pray'r 
Her soul had promised her all-patient heart 
She paused : the clear lights burned : a scorching glare 
Blazed on the painted image : harsh and hard, 
As rock in stony waste through sternest drought, 375 
Showed each small wreath and carven capital 
Which Art had wrought about her chamber. Mute 
She bow'd. A wail, a muffled whine, as faint 
As cries a moment heard against the wind. 
She gave : disfeatured was her face : the load 380 
Death lays upon the limbs she laid on hers : 
She fell, she sobbU 

Afore the midnight moon 
Dark glow'd her storied casement Up she crept. 
Her hand, her forehead on the sill she press'd : 
* And now I know,' she said, *thou wilt not come. 385 
Thine holy words, sweet lord, wherein thou spakest 
Of wealth to wealthy spirits only given. 
Of Love the wealth of wealth — how have I dared 
To treat them as bright sparkles of a gem 
Brighter in its play of light, more clear and fine 390 
Than all earth's choice beyond, my boast and pride, 
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Nor had one sense of what strict ordinances, 

What absolute decrees of Truth divine, 

Thy hallowed tongue delivered. Sweet thy love, 

Sweet lord ; — sweet seem'd it that I seem'd to have 

Much in mine hand to yield thee in return, 396 

Imperial kindred, sovran heirdom, glory 

Above thy brethren— only sweet because 

I dream*d to lay them at thy feet and deem them 

Dust : I wake up, and dust, dust all they are ! 400 

Twice three long years of life expended all. 

Thrice twain years gamer*d up, and just a girl 

Cr)dng for her lover ! A, well-away, my lord. 

My shame is in the light of that great Heaven 

That is to thee thy daylight. Back to one 405 

So poor, from where thou movest, how canst thou 

Ever return ? Yet — O, if eyes there were 

To see me to be less poor than I was — 

Less abject poor than when so rich I deem'd me ! — 

If this be more than hope none lose and live.' 410 

The sixth hot summer ended. Once again 
Upon the boundless fruit that autumn brought us 
We fed, and waiting through the winter, saw 
Spring, in whose clear eyes mirrored summer grew 
Till summer. If slumber seem too prone to snug 
With solemn Time in our old palaces, 416 

O wights, I ween, there be will wake us up ! 
Thou hast not heard yon horn belike ? Odsbody, 
The creature's wraith, whose horn it was, could blare 
No louder if he claimed it ! Warder, say, — 420 

Who waits with beaten plume and winds our horn ? 
X 2 
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His fair white charger rusted o'er with rain, 

All steam, its heaving side and shoulder strain'd 

With toil, proud eye, close lip revealing pain, 

Broad nostril seizing at the breath of life, 425 

Trembling its brawny arras and purple-dark 

With sweat the scarlet housing — who demands 

An entry, winding horn before the palace 

Of Rome's high lord this day ? — So swift and hot, 

(His year of hateful waiting closed to-day) 430 

The Northern King rides back to win the bride. 

Aigl^ they bade not to their feast that day. 
They spared her. On the dais by the side 
Of his imperial father shone the King, 
And down his full young throat gulp'd joy that brought 
His teeth against his talk that fail'd not else. 456 

What seem'd to bar his speech a year ago — 
(Shy inexperience haply, or what-not) — 
Had pass'd : none fluent more than he in speaking. 
Unless, as oft some stout thought of himself 440 

And all his fortune caught him by the throat 
And throttled him with rapture. Oft he dropped 
His body back and eyed his hawk and lugg'd 
His big hound's tawny dewlap. * By my fay,' 
Quoth he, * how weU I mind my first day here ! 445 
How foolish in the presence of my lords 
My speaking sounded ; such heroic state 
Ye seem'd, my lords, to keep ; this same that I 
Maintain myself among you here, where all 
Be peers and brethren, by the face of God ! ' 450 

This to the goodly nobles ; nor from speech 
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With page or any near would he refrain, 

Or seneschal or sewer, or whom else 

Chance brought : his beaker as by chance he raised, 

Clear in the moist and golden mist that edged 455 

Its rim, the long dry visage of the pale 

Dwarf-jester he beheld, to whom he shouted. 

Saying, * Ho, good friend, fear'st to grow too tall ? 

Why else toward thy girdle thrust'st thou still 

Thy mournful chin ? What ails thee ? fear thou not, 

I tell thee true — thou art not grown one whit* 461 

Quoth Dwarf, * Whereby, good King, I keep my brain 

Closer at hand : 'Odsmercy, how men grow ! 

Now, by my fay, they do grow ! Let the sun 

But touch some trees and all the garden wall 465 

Is one wild riot of green worthless wood 

In half a tithe of no time. Well for men 

To wait as long as I wait ere they wax ! ' 

And, brimming up the wine-cup, quoth the King 

With laughter, * Such green wood for me thou meanest. 

And this thy lord and mine would be the sun, 471 

Though to my stature, since we met, no single 

Inch hath been added, which much mars thy jest, 

How say'st?' 'Beseech the wine-cup, young Sir 

King, 
,To tell thee, if thine ear can damn thy tongue 475 
To purgatorial silence half a trice. 
And hear an answer.' And the Imperial host 
His order issued, * If once more thou mock 
My lord the King, anon I bid one, sirrah. 
Bear thee away hence out.' . . . ' Do, father, do,' 480 
Cried the poor Hunch — * do, do, to outer darkness, 
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Lest, after weeping, I gnash teeth in here ! ' 
Whereat with shrieks and tears he fled the halL 

And * Go, little page,' hath said the Emperor 
To some dark-eyed small brown face looking at him, 
' And learn what 'tis that ruffles our poor temper. 486 
Aye, and give comfort if thou canst, for pity 
And grateful sense of many a service done 
Demand it And do thou bestow thy pardon. 
Sir King/ And * Heed it not,' the good King said, 
* Nay 'sooth unhurt am I, fair play be mine : 491 

I hit— he hit— he hardest, " Well hit, fool," 
I answer : and, my lord, to tell thee true, 
This fool of thine reminds me of another, 
And fools seem rife to-day, as thou thyself 495 

Shalt hear.' . . , 

But ere he told, the little page, 
Swiftly retum'd from that his quest, stood saying 
That squat upon the gravel kick'd the Dwarf, 
And screech'd about my lady torn (he thought — 
That small brown boy) by dragons scarce of age, 500 
I^ong-bellied, spoilt and flatter'd, having stings 
At green tail-ends and tongues too full of speech — 
* Neither, my lord, would he take any comfort' 
And all the table laugh'd, but half in tears 
At hearing what great heart, how faithful, true, 505 
And brave and loyal to its mistress, beat 
In that unshapely breast they knew so well. 

Then the young King his day's adventure told. 



y Google 



THE KNIGHT AND THE KING, 311 

* Sire/ he began, ' of deadly sins, I think. 

That sloth is surely worst, for none as this 510 

Doth wear so foul a face ; yea, though my folk 

Are, of a truth, not drowsed with sloth one whit. 

But wrought their best to drive my waggons on, 

Natheless I found, this mom, their loitering 

Did put so foul a face on that I tum'd 5 1 5 

Mine eye, and spurred without them here to Rome. 

I left them to come hither in their time. 

Alone I rode, without another with me ; 

But whiles, to water at a wayside rill. 

Beside a wood I staid my steed, the colt 520 

On sudden swept the fount with streaming lip. 

And prick'd his ears to watch the way, where lo 

A huge roan horse prick'd his, and prick'd withal 

The hog within his heart, and made it grunt 

To get at us. Who rode thereon was cloak'd 525 

His height in sable, and a silver cross 

Embroidered thereupon his shoulder bless'd : 

Wherefore to him said I, " How wears the war ? 

Frowns dark Mahound in hell to hear the tale ? 

Or how ? " And he : " Sir King, so God thee save, 

In hell to hear the tale frowns dark Mahound ; 531 

The Cross hath triumphed." So the Knight replied. 

And, sooth to speak, myself long since have known 

That wondrous morning airs are on the world, 

Nor marveird therefore that such news I heard. 535 

To Rome he too, as I, would wend his way. 

In glad and friendly wise we rode together ; 

Nor needs man braver joy than hearing speech 

So brave and godly as we held, and yet, 
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Already such a smile would seem to glance 540 

A moment o'er his mouth or else his eye, 

As made me somewhat marvel. Now — ^when thus 

We rode — without one warning — as if struck 

Blind with a cold and sudden ague-fit, 

We saw the wide white road before our eyes 545 

Black, and as shorn from off the world we heard 

The wood beside us — a great wind, a blast 

Of water call the rain that had our bodies 

All naked to its deluge in a trice. 

Through the loud storm I heard the Knight speak : 

back 550 

I shouted : spurring up, " Sir King," quoth he, 
" Dire are such tempests for unshelter'd heads ; 
Ill-done thou hast not bearing here thine house." 
" Mine house ? " quoth I, " Sir Knight, mine house is 

large 
And broad, and made of mortar and of stone ! 555 
How say'st ? Thou art beside thyself, Sir Knight" 
If he said more I know not. Here the woods 
Had fairn away ; the storm, a league off, left 
The tawny torrent foaming all alone. 
Where I, so spurred of him and his wild tongue 560 
Which found default in me that riding hither 
I left mine house behind, so spurr'd mine horse 
That mad as I it plunged : in middle stream 
We toird : I struggled as mine horse ; I felt 
Its labour give beneath me : up the roar 565 

Rush'd of the water, and great leaps of light 
Outblotted both mine eyes. I miss'd the ford. 
Down the fierce river roird our bodies. Up 
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The great Knight dragg'd us to the anchored shore, 
Up to the clear still air — ^who knew my heart 570 
Toward him though my tongue refused the words 
Of thanks, for who could pester ? " Sire," he said, 
" 111 hast thou done not bearing here thy bridge." 
** My bridge ? " quoth I. "Sir Knight, know my 

bridge spans 
A clear half mile, of stones and mortar made, 575 
How sa/st ? Sharp blame thou lovest on me to lay. 
Of thine own wisdom reckless." After that. 
Whiles yet we rode, it fell that I would mete 
How long since yestermom my life had been. 
And making thus my meteyard, mete again 580 

How long a time must come between that hovu 
And the most blessed morrow. " Tell me now. 
Tell me the hour," I ask'd. " O King," said he, 
" For them that be an-hungered time to eat," 
And, chaining in against the rolling chest 585 

His horse's worried mouth, — " I pray thee, now. 
Below this beech take rest." Quoth I, "Whereon 
To feast our lips ? on rainbow. Sir ? " — for know 
That every tender hue of gold and green 
And violet and murrey, blue and blush 590 

Rose-red, had nestled on that tree or wing'd 
The butterflies that flittered round the root. 
Wherefore I ask'd of rainbows. He anon — 
(O but a courteous answer made the Knight) — 
Entreats me share his wallet : yet again 595 

He mock'd me : " 111 hast done not bearing here 
Thy father and thy mother." And I said, 
" Sir Knight, my father is not : for my mother . . . 
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O Sir, but it were madness to dispute 

With one whose wisdom hath received some shock 600 

As surely thine hath done ! " " Sir King," he smiled, 

" He ne'er was wise, a goodly saw declares, 

Who hath not learnt his wisdom of a fool. 

Thrice blest that man who learns his lesson right 

From the bom fool within him : he that fails 605 

Here, from another fool may hope to learn." 

Whereat he shut his mouth up. Said I well 

That fools be rife to-day? ' 

' But by the splendour 
Of God,' made answer that Imperial Host, 
* I would that face to face that Knight and I 610 

Could meet ! My son, scorn nothing that he spake ; — 
Not his quaint juggle even of fool and wise. 
Man's station ere he learns — (and of our wisdom 
Learning is much) — is that of fool who stands 
Outside some gate of knowledge knocking hard ; 
Who finds most doors to stand outside as fool 616 
And knock at, is our wisest : he alone 
Fool everlasting whose wit fails to know 
A door, or holds it iU to stand there knocking. 
Neither would such find much though one should 
open. 620 

" Who hath, shall have," and all in riddles come 
Our Truths, man's own solution counting much 
Among the unfoldings of the mystic light. 
Nor lack, methinks, those riddles of thy friend 
Their answer. Of thy house unwisely left 625 

He spake. Bethink thee, son, how well thy mantle 
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Had housed thy crimson coat, thy poor cold skin, 
When swoop'd that storm ! Thy bridge? But thou 

shalt never 
Say what a bridge is if it be not this — 
Man's wit that clears a river ; thine, yet sound, 630 
Unswamp'd of wrath, had overbridged the brook. 
Thy father and thy mother? What were these, 
Put they no warm bright body round thy soul 
As daily wine and bread do — blessings left 
To-day, it seems, behind thee? Son, go to, 635 

A wise and noble knight was this thy friend. 
Where bideth now the warsmith ? ' 

* Sire, I sgiw 
His roan was halting where a bye-path met 
Thy lordly street : there bade my lord farewell, 
Saying, " Sir King, 'tis now full seven years since 
A golden net too fair to touch was mine : 641 

I made my net a secret : find I now 
Unbroken, unhandsel'd, that fair woven web, 
Back to mine home I bear it as a gem. 
But, broken, to thee resign it ? " Down the glade 
How vanished, in the pricking of a spur, 646 

The stout Apulian buttocks of the steed ! * 

Pale wox the lord of Rome ; * Sir King,* he said, 
' Lo, here another riddle left of thee 
Unread ; and hard perchance for thee to read ; 
But harder then for thy young heart, I fear, 651 

When read, than now to read for thy young brain. 
Let be. Sir King, let be thy meat awhile. 
I pray thee follow me.' 
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To Aiglfe's bower — 
(These long and silvery galleries, dark ascents 655 
Of winding stairs that close around the steps 
Must even lead to Aigl^'s bower) — they sped. 
No Aiglfe found they in the silent bower. 
Only in the middle of the floor, where fell 
A stream of colour through the casement pour*d, 
A little rosy leaflet waiting lay, 661 

A dinted slip of rosy parchment signed 
With words, whereover shook the Father's head, 
Saying, * A, so God rue my soul, mine heart 
Is all too sore for thine, thou noble King, 665 

To tell thee what must be ; — ^yet tell I must 
That all thy hope of Aigl^ withers here ; 
He claims again the golden web he left : 
Far hence is she and with another, one 
Whose hand hath writ what thou shalt read on this 
Mark'd parchment that I have here in my hold — 
* Qui habety dabitur eiJ Know this Knight 672 

To be no other knight than him for whom 
Mine Aigl^ lived, the Lord Herminius. 
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A NIGHT. 

A DAY of darkness, a mere blank and blind 
Whirl of dead hours before a roaring wind ! 

A black, wet eve, no solemn pause of light, — 
The dreadful dawning of a dreadful night 1 

About the fire, that cook'd their fish, sat Four, 
The mad wind screaming at their only door. 

Sire, agfed mother, a daughter whist and lame. 
And one — I know not who, nor why she came. 

She said, ' It's dark as night, Ann ; I can see 
The cups and things lit-up-like. Look ! — ^Who be 

Them out o' winder, all a starin' 'igh ? 

What at ?— Good Lord, good Lord, Ann, — ^it's the sky ! 

Who's ever see'd a sky like that? The Lord 
Have mercy ! ' And the old sire had his word : 

* There now, thafs meant for me, I know it is ! ' 

* Lor, father, what? ' ' Why, what she mumbled, Miss. 

* I know yer all, and how yer think it spree 
To say " The Lord " and mean it all at me ; 
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* And yet for all yer gabble and yer talk, 

A man more pious than I am don't walk.' — 

— * There, there, now, hear him ! ' — Here the woman 

went. 
The night came. Down the old man's white face 

bent. 

The mother wonder'd where ' the lads ' might be, 
Heard heavy boots, and * Bless the Lord ! ' said she. 

Dick led : where didn't young Dick lead the way 
And make * Old Bones ' big * Silent Jack ' obey ? 

A block of booming night beyond their back, 
Dick dropp'd in, lowly bow'd old ' Silent Jack.' 

— * Eh, well done, mother — a good sight o' fish. 
As brown as brown is — clap it on the dish : — 

* A cup o' tea — I'm like a whale on fire.' — 

— * Yer'd better eat the house up ' growl'd the sire. 

— * What's father found his supper goin' wrong?' — 
— * Dick, what an awful night ! — (Lad, keep your 
tongue) ' — 

* Aye, mother ;— well, it's blowin' just a bit ; — 
There, let a feller next his mother sit. 

* Give us a cup o' tea, Ann, there's a dear : 
We mustn't wait long (ask Jack else) in here.' 

' Old Solly's gal ' gave out the sire's hot wheeze, 
And * Peace I ' pray'd giant Jack-^* Peace 1 Peace ! ' 
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They fell upon their food. The wild wind woke 
What strangeness in their voices when they spoke ! 

* Good night/ Dick said, * and don't fret one another : 
Your love to Maggie ? Eh, now, mother, mother . . . 

* 111 tell her — she's no bad'un — it's a lie ! 
Hello ! ' Dick drew his arrti across his eye : — 

' I'll just drop in to say good night, no more ; — 
I'd take Jack too, if Jack could face the door. 

* He never faced a gal in all his life. 

I'd give a hunderd pounds to see Jack's wife. 

* He's goin' to grin — he's grinnin' — Jack, I swear. 
Old feller, you're the best lad anjnvhere. 

' Well, mother, here's a kiss — one, two, three, four. 
I'd like to stop and talk here half-an-hour ! ' 

And when he went without another word, . 

She murmur'd — * If the dear lad knew the Lord ! ' 

Down Jack's long throat the morsels made descent : 
He pray'd his pra/r in silence : he too went. 

The huge blast broke and thunder'd overhead, 
The father cursed and groan'd himself to bed. 

The shotted deluge beat the mjuiden'd place, 
The women stared each other in the face. 

O the great godless winds that roar and tear 
To dizzy bits of terror text and pray'r ! 

Y 
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At midnight spoke the mother : 'Ann, go see 
If you can find out where the dear boys be.' 

And forth she fared, found both had gone afloat. 
Jack in the tug, and Dick was in the boat. 

A crash upon the pavement in the rain ; — 
Upstairs the cry of one awoke with pain ! 

And up Ann flew, and down she bore the wild 
Wide eyes and wet cheeks of a little child — 

Child of a son drowned dead five years ago : 
Her mother? — Where she wanders let none know 

Ann took it on her knee and round and round 
Its quivering limbs the warmest blanket wound. 

She stroked the glowing fire in, calm'd the fright, 
And let her sit up straight and see the light. 

And eh, the little tongue but it began 
To chatter and to chatter at Aunt Ann. 

* I wish you wouldn't cry so — never mind, 
God won't hurt uncle — uncle Dick's so kind.' 

* You love poor uncle Jack ? ' She looked up quick, 

* Yes, Auntie ; but I do love uncle Dick.' 

So chatter chatter went the little soul. 
Till her eyes began to set, began to roll. 

There by the firelight either woman kept 
A loving watch o'er Nelly while she slept. 
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It may be one may watch the long night through, 
And sleep at morn. Look ! — what's alive here ? Who ? 

It's Jack, it's Jack ! O Jack, but what a cheek ! 
Hold up man ; why, what is it ? Can't you speak ? 

* One more of us, dear mother, — one more — one.' 

— * Jack, Jackj Jack, Jack, don't tell me that he's gone ! ' 

Tears ? — None ! — A groan, a silence and a power, 
The anguish of a woman at her hour ! 

But while they watch'd their mbther, ' Ann, let be. 
Don't fret so, there's a dear — don't, don't ! * sobb'd he. 

She wept, * It isn't I, Jack dear, it's you.' 
He whisper'd, * They'll be coming' — * Coming? — 
Who?' 

* They'll bring him soon.' They heard the trodden 

street : 
In broke anon bent brows and loaded feet 

A bed was in the room : upon the bed 
The sad hearts all in silence left their dead. 

The iron bed-bar in his awful hands, 
The lonely brother at the bed-foot stands : 

He bent it round like merest lead — he cried, 

* Lord, let me die the same death poor Dick died i ' 

She sank beside her boy without a moan. 
She drew the lifeless hand towards her own. 

Round the dead wrist her living fingers cling, 
She murmurs, * Nothing in my hand I bring.' 
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PETROS HABROPHUES. 
Peter the Great and a Boyar. 

Peter 

To-day these men must own their guilt : I find 

The Lord of Light hath interposed and used 

The remedies of Doctor Carbonari 

To curb these children of the darkness back 

From hiding there for ever, until once 

They face Him with the truth ; — yes, all are fit 

To bear their torture for a second time. 

Add, if need be, to battok and to knout 

The breaking on the wheel as far as flesh 

Can bear : — no more : — if that avails not, yet 

Break not the chain that keeps them ours to feel 

Another and another torture still. 

They shall not 'scape us. Let their wives be there : — 

I cannot : — you must take my place. What now ? 

Boyar 
Their wives ? 

Peter 
Their wiver. Must you turn white at that ? 
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Boyar 
Sire . . . 

Peter 
Have you never seen a woman suffer ? 

Boyar 
Sire ? 

Peter 

You don't care for women ? 

Boyar 

Sire, why so ? 

Peter 

Because you never saw one — no, by Heaven ! 
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IN SCHEOL. 

[Among Spirits from the regions of Galilee^ one narrates his 
adventures in a lower deep.'\ 

* If woes have marr'd my brow/ the Spirit said, 

* So that even here, O sirs, among the woes 
Thit scathe and scar each crag in this our waste. 
Ye tremble at these furrows as by hands 
Graven whose dreadful work no years undo. 
What marvel ? Here ye harbour, here ye roam. 
Familiar grow these vales, deserted grow 

Cliff, peak, dry torrent-course, bare bed of lake, 
Of that indwelling horror once their curse 
When hither from the flesh and our fall'n homes 
We came. Nought here may not be well endured 
If so stem Fate demand. Scarce sufferable 
Our error that our ears were closed to Him, 
Whose wisdom far too late we leam'd to prize 
Then when each fort and fastness, hold and tower. 
Between us and the oncoming of fierce Rome, 
Had fairn, and plain we heard the warning voice, 
Heard in our streets long since and heard in vain. 
Woe to thee, O Chorazin, woe to thee, 
Bethsaida, thee, Capernaum ! . . . O if hearts 
Then ye had had . . , even then .... to have imder- 
stood 
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The counsels that I wish . . . (O how I wish !) . . . 
That I had utter'd as I meant . . . st . . . st . . 
Peace, peace ! What ? — Ruffling round me come ye 

thus — 
Hot, eager, trembling to bring out your word ? 
But give me space, I pray you. Not to rouse 
Dispute and vain hostilities, I spake ; 
Far other ; ye demur that thoughts had ye, 
Ye too, no less than I, had true designs, 
Had counsels none were ripe to understand. 
— What vainer than such strife where all have err'd ? 
All err'd, who bear in these drear vales one woe, 
Who find our names, names once we surely deemM 
Of children of the Kingdom, naming here 
Its outcasts, lying foes, condemned and crush'd, 
And aching till that day shall dawn at last, 
(Dawn, of a truth, it shall ! who dares a doubt ?) 
When . . . 

* O dark, dark that error, to have spurn'd 
Not hved what life should there have been in yon 
World that yet feels the sun, the sunny clouds, 
The waters, — ^where homes grow for human hearts, 
Among majestic sanctions, — mighty things 
To do, to bear, — sethereal hopes to hope, — 
His life — to have held our miserable own 
Against it — monstrous blame ! But, what to theirs 
That in His own high City, in her heart, 
Reviled Him, haled, spit, blinded, smote and cursed, 
Betray'd, denied and murder'd ? The red man 
That watch'd us with those eyes, those speechless lips, 
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The while His master spake . . . With how abhorred 

A meaning on that cheek those lips were press'd, 

What rage of madness surged from such a kiss, 

Heard we not all, long since, before our fall. 

And each and all with horror? How shall we 

With such be mingled in one hopeless doom ? 

— Our penance paid, another fate shall dawn 

Mild on us here. So deem ye. So I deem, 

Marr'd though I be with sorrow more than all. 

With sorrow marred and bringing woe perchance, 

Whereof ye little wot, to you that hear. 

My burden since that hour wherein I took 

The strange and awful road that led me down, 

1 mpeird I know not how, I know not why. 

From deep to drearier deep. Too conscious once 

Of terror and of doom this clime we roam, 

What time from that fierce dream of fire and blood, 

Which tore us off our walls and trod us down. 

We woke — (whatever stupor hold it now) — 

But there . . . blind torture twisted every crag ! 

Dumb creature of unutterable woe 

Stood every stone and thicket ! through them hiss'd— 

(As man's long generations, feeling here 

Amongst these caverns, in these glooms, somewhere. 

The foulest of their children, hiss'd amain 

At his detested head their own self-hate 

For ever and for ever) — the sole sound 

That deepened evermore the frightful depth 

Of silence God maintained. Where some huge thorn 

Thrust a thick porch out o'er its guarded cave, 

Within, between two rocks, an arm on each, 
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One foot advanced and stirr'd as if to rise, 

His shoulders in the cavern held hard back, 

The violence of palsy in each Hmb, 

One sat, and crouch'd, and shook ! He yeam'd, me- 

thought, 
To speak : but, as I looked, with quaking palm 
Hiding his eyes, he finger'd at his brow 
And kept me still in silence. Then it was 
That, snatching off his brows that eager hand, 
The flame-red wrinkles of his throat he stretch'd, 
And that broad stain of deadly purple round 
Reveard. These eyes those very lips had seen 
Wherewith Man gave his God the traitor's kiss ! 
How and with what drear cries they spake to me ! 
" Ye will not, will not, will not, well I know! 
— Abide to hear me will not one of you. 
It is not as ye think — ^but who will hear ? 
Mad are ye all with hate before ye hear 
And hurrying, heartless, hence. A thousand times 
I tell you that it is not as you think. 
Why will ye never tarry ? " 

' As for me, 
The thunder of all worlds annulFd in wrath 
Had roar'd unheard, methinks, about my head, 
As mute 1 lean'd to hear. 

* Amazed he seem*d. 
*• He stands," he cried, " he flies not — he will hear — 
All the long tale from the beginning — all ! 
It is not what men think. Ah, tarry, tarry! 
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Give me but time. A time to think, to set 

The things in order as such cause demands ! 

Ye jumble all together in your haste. 

I never told the tale to any yet . 

But thou, but thou shalt hear it soon. But wait 

First let me go all over it in thought, 

I say. Wait, wait He stays yet I have time. 

Over it in my thought." 

* The toneless cries 
Ceased to bring words at that. As one with us 
Will mutter, lost in distant musing, so 
Peal'd, as a thin shrill bell half drown'd in storm. 
His voice and died in silence. Ah the woe 
When terror brings the very pang we fear ! 
Such the convulsion, such the fear, that seized, 
That rent, that strain'd, that shook him in his rocks ; 
E'en from a frame so blasted and so parch'd 
So dire a sweat ran out that all the rock 
Oozed black at every pore. Could Death have come. 
Death in one moment had cut short such throes. 
Had made an end of me who saw the strife. 
His scorch'd and scalding lids he lifted up 
And out through flaming eyeballs stared again 
The torture that consumed him. " If," he cried, 
'* But one alone could hear me, only one ! 
The story that is told you is not true. 
It did not happen as ye deem. At least . . . 
If power I had to make all plain. But ye '^ 

Mix all together ere I well begin, 
So speed ye to conclusions ! " 



y Google 



IN SCHEOL. 331 

* Through what hours 
On hours I lingered there to hear the tale 
I know not. Ye have heard the whole I heard — 
Such cries as these repeated o'er and o'er 
And o'er and o'er repeated — not a gleam, 
A hint beyond. That infinite despair 
Whose vast corrosion marks my forehead thus — 
(Whose mortal power with hopeless dread to blind 
My soul that heard it and your souls that hear, 
What heart by effort shall forefeel ?) — ye know. 
Remains one other word for me to breathe ? ' 
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THE RETURN OF ORPAH. 



So around me draw the dark fields that T knowr, 

And the wilds of the way 
Own the murmur of this home to which I go 

With the end of the day ; 

II 

For the fierce beam fires no more a lifeless air, 

Only up near my home, 
Crystal haunt of crystal cloudlet, passing fair. 

The light stays till I come. 

Ill 

Passes o^er this weary world, in all the day, 

Sweeter hour than the time 
When the clear cries of the shepherd, far away, 

Mingle soft with the chime 

IV 

Of the sheep-bells and the sheep. ... In all the year 

Shall an eve come again. 
Round the home I long*d for, sweeter than is here ? 

— All is vain, all is vain ! 
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Mother, mother ! . . . . How she led us through 
the mom, 

Staff in hand — hardly spake ; 
How we trod the mid-day mountain-height forlorn 

Burning up from the lake ! 

VI 

When God moved her and she lifted up her head — 

* Go in peace,' pleaded she ; 
' God with you deal even as ye dealt with the dead 

And, my children, with me.' 

VII 

And she kiss'd us — ^but we lifted up our voice — 

O we wept, O we cried 
' We will follow wheresoever shall be thy choice ; ' 

And we went side by side 1 

VIII 

Far beneath, no sparkling wave, the Deadly Deep 

Lay a dead breadth of light ; 
Far beyond it desert Judah, red and steep. 

Stood athirst for the night ; 

IX 

And the scorching crag came up beside our brows, 

And the path 'neath our feet, 
With its angry sparks of rock-dust, ever rose 

Higher on through the heat ; 
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X 



Till my thoughts could bear no more, but with a moan 

To my home were all sped, 
Swift as ring-doves by one wing-beat with their own, 

From the still trapper fled. 



XI 



Shall I wonder that, borne dreaming to the shade, 

As it seemed, of the palm, 
Children's voices ringing round me through the glade. 

All that air breathing balm — 



XII 



Shall I wonder that I knew not why we stayed 

All our steps, took our stand 
Face to face upon the mountain, while she laid 

Both her hands on my hand ? 

XIII 

Nay. ... I never even murmured in my mind 
* Thoughts that faint, thoughts that yearn, 

Back once more to that sweet Heaven ye leave behind 
I return, I return ! ' 

XIV 

Neither hers the words that sever'd — I recall 

Nought she spake, and her eye 
Was of love, and she was weeping ; — O, we all 

Wept I We parted there : — why ? 
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XV 

There I watch'd them till they melted as the foam, 

Earthward bow'd in my pain ; 
Then my heart was cheer'd — my lips I felt say 
* home ! ' 
— I am home ! All is vain ! 

XVI 

Is there no charm, then, in home ? I cannot know ; 

Yet it seem'd to be dear ; 
Something seem'd — I cannot tell — it seemed so. 

If soe'er shall appear. 
In thy dreams, the land thou leavest, waking woe, 

Ah, my Ruth, 'tis not here 
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A RIPOSO. 

(AFTER PAUL DELAROCHE.) 

Yes, let us rest, for I am weary. These 

Rough fragments of hewn rock will serve for seat. 

Save for the tender Babe I would not yield ; 

But this dull pain, that wastes the weary limbs. 

Darkens the spirit : — ^in the sultry air 

Are fiery signals moving round about 

Precursors of fierce Herod — I devise 

With Herod plots to snare the royal Babe 

In Egypt, and track out our very ways ! 

Not from such horrors as enclose me now 

The Babe must draw His food. To yonder hut — 

It is not far — (though farther it may be 

Than where it seems, far hence it cannot be) — 

My Joseph, go thou down — they will not say 

Nay, they will not refuse the food we need, 

Be sure, and here is herbage for the beast : — 

You need not fear to leave us here alone — 

Although you little know. ... he little knows 

To what he leaves me — ^what insurgent thoughts 

Whereof one utter'd from the heart, one taught 

As wisdom, were unutterable sin ! 

For Egypt is not as to me she was 
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Among the meadows, by the wells, at home. 
— Immense the world, immense its wisdom. — No 
Decay hath fall'n on Egypt since that hour 
Our fathers left her. From her temple-walls, 
Old ere yet Jacob's children made her bricks, 
The tillers of her land, — 
The dusky hinds that tend 
Her cattle, and their cattle, — they that drive 
With spears behemoth from his trampled reeds, — 
The players on the harp and they that dance, — 
Huge warriors all in arms, — 
Dark women crown'd with hair. 
Draped in vermilion, — yea, 
The same solemn priests 
That move in dappled skins of pard and deer, 
Seem to come down and tread 
Her streets and courts to-day, 
And speak and hear along the cooling banks 
Of ancient Nile. The same 
Sepulchral pomp, the same 
Trains of religious in whose steps the dead, 
In full assurance, to their gods that wear 
On earth revealing forms of beast and bird. 
Departed, whose lost voices Jacob's ear 
Miss'd, have mine eyes beheld, mine ears 
The funeral harpings heard. 
Shrill pipes and clapping palms 
Timed to the chaunts that haggard Egypt heard 
On that dark morrow when her host lay crush'd 
Below the whelrring wave. 
Below stern Sinai's feet of fiery brass. — 
z 
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But lo, lo, up, 

Up the fiery land they press, the Saved, 

Press behind the hand that stretched the rod ! 

O people, — onward press ! 

It is among these mountains that He is, — 

God, God, He 

Who spake the promise to the fathers erst, 

Here by Moses seen, 

Among these echoing hills ! 

His Abraham afflicted in his sons, 

The lashes and the cries beside the Nile 

He heard, He could not brook : — 

Here His spousal people, here, He waits. 

* Leagues, leagues that bum. 

Bum with pent-up heat of fire to come, 

Roar and blacken under clouds that curl 

Out from jaws of rock and hungry fengs — 

What? — ^are these the God 

In Whose love we craved. 

Leaving our woes in Egypt, to find rest ? ' 

— Spouse, spouse of God, 

Supposed ye Love can be where Heart and Mind 

Pierce, penetrate, transmute not mind and heart ? 

Hallow'd hands of yours 

Off from olden things 

Holding, (hark !) the thunder of His Word 

Peals and rolls and echoes in your ears ! 

Death, by jealous heat of fiery Love, 

Death to the faithless that to thoughts of shame 

Decline!— Lo, lo. 
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All along the giant ways they drop, 

Drop and perish one by one ; 

None that out of Egypt came 

Out of the sacred passes come to live. . . . 

— Egypt breathes at ease, heal'd long ago ! — 

Ah God, ah God, my God ! 

— Yea, yea, beyond, 

Far far away from where they lie, 

Far away yonder from the voiceless waste, 

The living — lo, — the living from those dead. 

Over the blue, the limpid river. 

Over the Jordan to the grove of palms, 

A second Saviour leads — 

Over the Jordan to the palms that fringe 

The land of God— His Beulah. Hers the hills 

In whose cool glens among her roes He moves, 

He feeds among her lilies, 

Her dews are in His hair, 

He of Virgin Love the Love, the Vision, 

He of Virgin Love the one Desire ! 

— His shepherd with the flocks He finds at noon ; 

Spirit after spirit 

His chosen with His rapture He smprises ; — 

Still, still, ah me, still the songs 

Live of their moments — strains 

Potent, potent, still 

To pierce with wounds of love, keen flame, divine 

desire. 
When every mist and every veil is burnt away, 
When all the chambers of eternal Heaven 
Are open. . . . 
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Where, where, 
Ah me I my God, my God I 
Where as in the bridal land 
Go the branding marks of wrathful bolts ? 
Who of all you that roam the world have seen 
A sorrow like her sorrow ? From the stones 
As thunder-riven rocks upon her streets 
Up-piled, come forth, 

Thou pale Mourner of her gold grown dim, 
Of her glory fled, of her God her foe, 
Come, O death-like face, 
O face with lines of woe 
Rent as the mountain-heights with fiery storm, 
O sweetest of all souls, O sweetest voice. 
What is this ? Answer me — tell me — say 
Unwisely dreams the wise world numbering thee 
With those whom evil stars have set apart 
Among her lost, love-phrenzied as thou art, still, 
Whoever, by thy spirit startled, fears thee. 
Whoe'er, by thy persistence hunted, hates thee. 
Whoever, by thy meekness madden'd, smites thee, 
Feared by one thou lovest, — hated, smitten. 
And dying of the wound ! 
Tender, tender spirit, what is this ? 
Gave Earth alone, 
Gave our Earth alone the stanchless wound that 

bleeds? 
Sound not out of bridal chambers piercing cries, 
Cries of desolation. 
Cries of desertion — Love 
Sick with enduring absence ? 
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Wailings here, here, 

(Woe's me, woe's me,) wailings here 

In Egypt sorting with what dreams of bliss ? 

Howbeit hoarded, hived, — 

All the agony the rapture of old years — 

For sacred food whereon the Babe of God 

Must live 1 And I, I, 

What mother then were I if, bom of these 

The Chosen, my vain heart were murmuring ht/c 

As mine the foe's derision, — ^knew not how 

To wait till out of weakness come up power, 

To wait till out of anguish rapture well 

Up from the eternal Jlock divinely touch'd. 

And flood — though Joseph come not back. 

Before the Babe awaken, with the bread — 

And flood these maiden veins that give Him life ! 

If might were not in me, O mighty world 

Of dreadful Egypt, to repel thy might ; — 

Fot still, for still I ask, — 

Rapture out of agony welling — ask 

What day, O Power immense, 

What day of all thine ages had been thine. 

What pillar of what temple ever been. 

What one of all thy myriads wander'd here, 

Save for the tender love 

That bared, as I now, 

The bosom to thy babes, divinely moved, — 

A mother's love, mine, 

That cower'd in my breast 

Awhile before thee, but knows now no fear. 

Ebullient now with life. He will awake ; 
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The soft twin lids begin to tremble. Babe, 
Drink at the sacred fount God gave to flow 
From this my heart, flow fountain with that Love — 
(Mid pain and doubt and trembling surely here) — 
Whence flows alone the might that rules ihe world. 
— Peace retum'd shall Joseph find 
Returning from his quest. 
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A VALEDICTION. 

Did Jesus when, for that His final feast. 

Toward the silent East 
He moved in secret, on some mountain side 

Pause and, as once He sighed 
His sorrow o'er Jerusalem, breathe here 

Where each far gleam was dear. 
O'er thee, Gennesaret, Gennesaret, 

His passion. His regret. 
Because thine hour of grace thou hadst not known? 
— *0 what another shall thy terrors own; 
O blinder than the Cities of the Plain, 
Light to thine agony their sudden pain ! 
From these dark headlands o'er thy waters hung 
The lustful devils to thy deep I flung. 
But harder hold thee. If I thus depart 
Deemst that I tear thee from my bleeding heart ? 
— Father consume them in Thy wrath, mine own. 
My children, flesh of my flesh, bone of bone ! 
The fire, the sword, the famine — I resent 
No fiery anguish in Thine anger sent 
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Go not I forth to plant these feet of mine 

Not where mine own Will motions them, but Thine ? 

These eyes (Thou will'st it) shall not shrink to see 

Loved eyes stare back successful hate on me. 

Forgive them for they know not what they do ! 

Not vain, O Father, be my perfect throe 

When comes (it must) their own tremendous woe. 

But be the pang of such a fearful hour, 

Dread Father of all love, the mystic power 

I own not now to bind th em to this heart ! 

Father in Thy great might I rend apart 

Life and dull Death in godless truce agreed, — 

I die \ — my people into one dread deed 

Shall put these mortal sins that pierce them through — 

Shall die ; be it Thine to bid us breathe anew \ * 



y Google 



345 



A VOICE IN RAMAH. 

Scene : — A chamber in which a young mother Iks 
stretched on a bed; her husband wcUching beside her. 

Time -.-^A week after the Masscure. 



I AM waking now, my husband, from this charm ; 
I have seen yom* sad frown fixt upon my arm. 
Is it evening ? But how long have I lain low 
Thus entranced ! Nay, not a week long ? is it so ? 

II 

Nay — ^>'ou need not tell me ; I remember all ; 

I know well what sword-cut made my false arm fall ; 

— Save how long this lonely trance hath drown'd my 

head, 
I remember .... O, I know the child is dead ! 

Ill 

Days we look'd for — bend, my husband, bend anear — 
Knew we wjiat we look'd for ? What a time is here ! 
*God must conquer with his truth,' we said, *and 

save' — 
O my God, what frightful strength the wicked have I 
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IV 

Though SO young our yearling baby, I and he 
Learn'd to know each other's meaning — only we — 
— O Child, Child, I heard the appealing shriek you 

sent 1 
— O my God, in what Gehenna- whirls he went I 



Is the world the same as ever ? As for me, 
I can shape no scene like those I used to see ; 
That wild moment overbears my mastered brain, — 
Rushing armies shake the mountains and the plain, — 

VI 

Dark the sun grows, and the blind moon drips with 

blood! 
— ^What a way, O God, to usher in Thy good 1 
Art Thou coming to the throne where David sat ? 
I thought once I could bear anything for that. 
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I 
Her hour! — How drew she, as the clock struck, near, 

How both her hands upon my tired eyes press'd, 
Behind me standing, where what ghastly Fear 

Is waiting, as she waited, for my breast I 
No voice ! Dead silence with all horror sown ! 
— No voice ? All minds that I have ever known, 
Methinks, with million voices, all mine own, 

Have sworn to slay my rest ! 

11 

Confusion of all voices — scoff and sneer 
And boast and noble call and holy pray'r— 

O hush I — speak one from out of Babel clear ! 
I listen ; the vague hint I will not bear. 

Speak out then, thou, whose voice perchance hath 
stirr'd 

The rest,— thy page is open, — I have heard, — 

Repeat thy famous master's magic word 
Of hope to my despair. 

Ill 
This Comte of thine — speak thou for him — I hear : 
* The gods * . . (yes, yes) ... * sway'd minds at dawn 
of Time; 
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Thereafter phantoms of a dream severe ; 

Last, on rent fetters, science throned sublime. 
— ^The forward child's imperious hunger hence ! 
On sense well-train'd, well-verified of sense, 
Be bold to build thy broad experience ; 

Man touches on his prime/ 

IV 

Nor vain thy challenge. In thy strength, O se^r, 
I mount As when with darkening lids we shroud 

Our wandering eyes till thought grows firm and clear, 
So pierce I, centred in myself, the cloud, 

Nor lack, disdaining all fallacious dreams, 

And facing harshest fate that is or seems 

With fortitude undaunted, solemn gleams 
Of comfort stem and proud. 

v 
As when, till dubious thought grow firm and clear. 

With darkening lids our wandering eyes we 
load ! . . . 
Must men close up, to follow thee, O seer, 
. Their eyes ? Wake eyes and gaze ! I look abroad 
Upon a waste of waters whose waves toss 
Lone tops and pour sleek eddies o*er a loss. 
On Nature — Nature but a film across 

The dying eyes of God ! 

VI 

In dust, — (appeals my passion and my tear) — 

In dust no final truth shall ever be ; 
Or wherefore over all that love revere 
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Which loathes all else but stainless verity ? 
Heaven's echoes thundered back * Sublime' and . 

'Ever' 
When God said * Truth ' — ^and, be thou rash to sever 
These, why love less one moment's dream-endeavour 

Than base eternity ? 

VII 

If one should fall from this thy summit sheer — 
Kneel — press earth — free his heart with cries un- 
couth — 

What halcyon words to-night through that low ear 
The horror-lifted heart were murmuring smooth ? 

These : — *Long for Me men leam'd to raise on high 

The patient anguish of a prophet's eye, 

The ripe world's heart was melting — hither I 
Came— died— rose— dwell— The Truth ! ' 

VITI 

Thou sayst, * Slow, one by one, the stars appear, 
And now the gleam of History last of all.' — 

— Release, my breaking heart, thine angry jeer ! 
Soar back, I say shall streams, and mute fish call. 

Or ever any critic system thus 

To each inquisitive thin soul of us 

Unheaven the spirit of an ^schylus, 
A Luther, Dante, Paul I 

IX 

Enough ! — Mine own ideal soul I hear 
Swell proud and lonely, whispering * Shun the fray 
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Of fierce opinions ; be of goodly cheer ; 

The fire God lit thme heart with be thy stay ! 
What mortal things have wrought or seem'd to see 
Wandering about in some far century — 
By Heaven, what matter ? — This concemeth thee 

To know — thyself to-day 1 ' 

X 

Myself? What am I ? — When the lions rear 

The stillness of their grave enquiring eye, 
They need no answer firom another year. 

Another voice : — ^but man . . . O what am I ? 
What waitings o'er dead chiefs in hopeless cave. 
What shrieks when wild despairs of wild hopes rave. 
What triumphs shouted o*er the martyfs grave 
Are heard in this my cry ! 

XI 

BefooPd I think to find in any mere 
Self-communing myself, to let mine own 

Imperial intuitions domineer 
Above the things of Time about me thrown, 

The creature I of these and that design 

Heaven weaves from Them in vain, with art divine, 

If better in the still and formless shrine 
Of mystic nescience knowa 

XII 

Deep-frowning admonitions darken here : 
* Beware, O spirit ; learn the bitter ban 

When lofty Faith foregoes her airy sphere ! 
— ^What men at eve collect and joy to span 
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They laugh to loose at mom ; yea, none but Death 
Can feast on chronicles of human breath.' 
—What? Shall I say that God Ahnighty saith 
* Man never shall be man * 

Though hidden Doubt for ever shake his spear, 
Yea, though the void crash in with blinding hail 

And huge convulsions of thick atmosphere, 
I see, one day, our guided feet prevail. 

Our eyes behold — ' But though indeed thou wrest 

The Past up, how shall righteous Heaven test 

The virtues of a spirit with a quest 
Where Belials need not fail?' 

XIV 

No test? Shall he whose long-shut soul is sere, 
O'erheaped with dry distrust of human worth. 
Shall he who dreams that whom God made appear 

In purest light to walk this lurid earth, 
Were spawned about as monsters — (heavenly eyes 
O'er turgid tongues that lapp'd Hell's froth of lies) — 
Shall he bid part the compass of our skies. 
Call other ages forth ? 

XV 

O doubt not, souls of men, that starry clear 
To eyes of Heaven, through all that clouds the 
view. 

Whene'er ye muse upon the Past must peer 
Your own pure splendour or your bloodred hue. 
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If trast in noble spirits be not born, 
If credit cling to such as scoff and scorn, 
Eyes dimmer far than His who made the mom 
Discern the depths of you. 

XVI 

Oho ! but passing well those men may wear 

Bright looks who, preaching unbelief, believe 1 
I walk the brink they point at : . . lo, the bier 

Is waiting my vain shadow to receive. 
— Buried — (the dim lamp dies) — in deadly night. 
One blackness for the searching of the sight, 
I learn — (too late ?) — I learn to know the light 
Whereby a man may live ! 

XVII 

Soul, thy forlorn self bid believe or here 

Ebb down and be no more. Believe in what ? 
Quick, quick, — some bright and solitary mere, 

Superb toucan, alert-limb'd ocelot — 
The blown green meadow where the bluelit flew. 
The elastic leaf-mound where my neighbour threw 
His earth-dyed spade, . . . enough ! — I breathe anew, 
I live, I perish not ! 

XVIII 

A man may die and live once more : — how dear 
To breathe, to live ! — Make much of life, O men I 

On, on ! — I weary of die lonely mere. 
The beast, the bird, the mead, the mound ! — ^what 
then? 
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What m )re is made to live by ? Quick ! — How sweet 
Is life ! — ^AVhat air, what subtle food, is meet 
To bare the brain to glory, wing the feet 
With more than youth again ? 

XIX 

Behold, if all we know be more than drear 

Illusion, heretofore the Hving days. 
Since Time touch'd mind, from forth one central 
sphere 

Have drunk their deepest light for blame or praise, 
Sphere in whose kindling heart's deep-kindling eye 
Earth's holiest hope in hoary days gone by, 
Now her most venerable memory 

Found — finds a thorn-crown*d Face ! 

XX 

Seem'dst Thou my foeman for Thy word severe, 
' Believe or be thou damn'd — no mean to this ' ? — 

awful words wherewith rash men will sear 
Young spirits God hath made to show His bUss ! 

1 know Thine own voice now that warns, * O heart. 
Hearts have to wake, to know their hunger, dart 
Mad against all denial ' — O Thou art. 

Or Hell for ever is ! 

XXI 

O Thou, — to whom each truth, so soon as clear 
Its full warm sheen hath touched our sky, is drawn — 

Flower of the early world, O born to bear 
Whatever seed hath deck'd our later lawn, 

A A 
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With some quick garb of vivid Truth infold 
Me, draw me to Thee, neither scorn to mould 
Of my soul — ^mine — b. bloom of breathing gold 
To grace thy deathless dawn. 

XXII 

Glad shall I go to-morrow mom and hear 

Each sweet bird- voice run o'er the self-same* creed? 

— Alas, from what fount flows our mortal fear, 
The swept soul thrilling as a lonely reed ? 

Alas, men's mouths are made to feed on dust ; 

They feed on lies ; we tremble though we trust ; 

My race's evil burden bear I must, — 
He scom'd not so to bleed ! 

XXIII 

Said one — * Behold the end of all things near 

At hand.' It seem'd a pious dream untrue : 
But where hath aught been look'd on whose career 
Hath show'd not where its end was bunjing 
through ? 
— My Nora, Nora, seest thou — (where the rim 
Of this great blackness wears to glory dim) — 
Our love, my Nora, there unveil'd of Him 
Who maketh all things new ? 
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FROM AN APOLOGUE OF MELANCHTHON. 

'Wonderful beings are many, but man is the 

wonder of wonders ! ' 
Sq (if my stammer may stand for the strain of his 

beautiful chorus) 
Lending his ear to the Spirit Who cried in the gate of 

his city — 
Her whose delights are with men, whose joys are in 

men's habitations — 
Sang the strong Singer, the Sage, the Child of Wisdom 

and Athens. 5 

Doubt ye the word of the poet ? But listen awhile 

and you will not. 

Home from the market, at noon, by the glade of a 

wood where the murmur 
Rose in his ears of an infinite life from the banks and 

the hollows, 
Mix'd with the music of birds, of the mavis and 

ouzel and turtle — 
(In from the open before him were borne the far calls 

of the cuckoo) — 10 

A A 2 
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Came, as it happen'd, a man. He stopp'd at the 

mouth of a cavern. 
Down on it, choking it up, from above it, a boulder 

had fallen. 
No delight issuing there ! — for the songs of the sun, 

of the spring-tide. 
Rattling of stones inside, loud lashing, hoarse sibi- 

lation ! 
Bobb'd at each hole a maird nose, at each crevice a 

tuneless tongue flash'd 15 

Fork'd as the flashes of Heav'n. — It felt the man near 

it — it listened. 
Then from within came a voice, came the tremulous 

tone of entreaty. 
* King of the creatures,' it cried, * who hast given to 

mercy thine own name, 
Crowning our virtues and graces with thine of Hu- 
manity, pity 
One whose doom would draw tears from all stones in 

the world but this boulder 20 

Leagued with the darkness and cold and the horrors 

of Death to destroy me ! 
Fear not to lose by thy work : if thou save the poor 

snake from her dungeon. 
All that a man will bestow in return for supreme 

benefaction 
I will bestow upon thee ! ' 

And without more ado 

the man fastened 
Both his two clever hands on the top of the boulder 

and tugg'd it 25 
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Back from the cave, and danced off to make room for 

the great thing to tumble. 
Then, when it lay there before him and gave to his 

eyes satisfaction, 
Dusting his palms on each other, he turn'd to the 

serpent and ask'd her 
What was this boon that she promised, the price she 

would pay for requital ? 
Answered, enwreathing her coils and rubbing them 

gladly, the serpent : — 30 

' What but the boon that a man will repay for supreme 

benefaction — 
Just that enjoyable death which I feel my jaws water 

to give thee.' 
Stunn'd at the word stood the man, his hair started, 

his voice in his jaws stuck. 
Then he fell down on his knees, and entreated her, 

, * Pardon me, Madam ; 
Doubtless you mean what is right, but indeed you 

are sadly mistaken 1 35 

Spare me ! — Not so will a man render thanks for a 

great benefaction — 
These are but venomous rumours and whispers of 

mischievous breezes ! ' 
— * Whisper of mischievous airs ! ' (through the teeth 

of the snake as she answered. 
Broke a laugh clogg'd with its ice, and the light of 

her eye was a crystal) — 
* Nay, but the whisper they learn from the conscience 

of men when it wakens. 40 

Yet this much will I grant : — I will wait till we light 

on an umpire : 
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He shall decide if I wrong, if I slander the children 
of women.' 

Melting away from the spot, reappearing a pace or 

two further, 
Melting, appearing, and melting, with motionless 

movement the serpent 
Led, and the man went after, quaking after, perceiving 
Clearly by pulses that throbb'd, where her jaws in her 

skull were inserted, 46 

Flavour by flavour the taste of each joint of his body 

descending 
Slowly the throat of her fancy, while smoothly she 

stole on the greensward. 
Just as they stole from the wood they found whom 

they look'd for — an umpire. 

Down in the dusk of a hollow with hazels o'erhung 

and with saplings, 50 

Stood, as one sleeping, a horse, but his eyes were 

unclosed and he slept not, 
Save if the senses enchain'd by the trances of sorrow 

be slumber. 
Neither with ear nor with eye perceived he the two 

till the serpent 
Roused him, opened the case, and demanded decision. 

Uplifting 
Eyes that his sorrows were blinding, his full dark 

eyes, he made answer, 55 

* All the great might that the years have been draining 

away from my body, 
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All hath been spent upcn men to give strength and 

delight to their weakness. 
Now/ — and recounting his wrong seemed to double 

the smart of his anguish, — 

* Now shall I starve for my pains, and my grey hide 

go quick to the tanner's ! 

Would I had died ere my heart had been wounded 
like this by their lightness ! 60 

As for the man — if no more than a doubt about 
justice deter you — 

Swallow him ! ' Swift on the slow monotone of the 
plaint dropp'd the sentence. 

What had the man to reply to it ? What to the smile 

of the serpent 
* Triumphing high in the air ? But her triumph sus- 
pended the banquet : — 

* Yet once more will we try if one voice can be found 

in your favour. 65 

Come, let us go by the heath ! ' As she spoke she 
was gliding before him. 

Easily over the heath as if moved by no more than 

the movement 
Left by the soul of the limner to live in his moveless 

creation, 
Sped the sly snake. The man followed. Twas time 

to think gravely of dying. 
Hard was he toiling to centre on death his alarm'd 

meditation : — 70 

Ever recurred, as to spite him, the frivolous thought of 

his goodwife 
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Beating a steak with a roller to make the flesh tender 
and toothsome. 

Then, as they wound in and out of the golden 

gorse, by the golden 
I^wns of the noontide heath, and along the green 

tracks of the waggons, 
* Look,* said the snake, and he look'd. On the rise 

of an undulation 75 

Lay, like a warder, a mastiff, his mouth doubled down 

on his forepaws. 
Awful warder he seem'd, majestic, sad ; — you might 

deem him 
Set by the word of the dead to defend the domain of 

their infant. 
True to the word of the dead and the babe they left 

helpless behind them. 
Ill at that hour had it gone with the babe that should 

dare to go near him ! 80 

Scarcely the serpent had ceased from disclosing her 

case when an answer 
Angrily broke from his throat, from the folds of his 

quivering dewlap : - 
' Man through long years have I made the one lord 

of my heart and my labour, 
Man, when my labours are over, would eat my heart 

whole if he liked it ! 
Look at these bruises and wounds — 'tis the lash of 

the monster that made them. 85 

Light to the self-contempt are tiie blows ! — to have 

honoured the worthless 
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Brings with it shame and dishonour : I will not speak 

of it. Open 
Snake, thy wide jaws, so wide be sure for this purpose, 

and swallow 
Down thy just throat the defendant, and in thy just 

belly digest him ! ' 

Ending, he doubled again his great black muzzle 

and dewlap 90 

Down on his paws : but the snake tum'd round on 

her victim and ask'd him 
What, when the previous judgment had thus been 

affirm'd in her favour, 
He could have now to reply ? Nothing more could 

he think of, he answered, 
Save to demand an appeal !....* To demand V 

she broke in, ' but I'd have you 
Think not to claim as a right what I gave of my 

grace when you trembled 95 

Hardly receptive of language, much less with a dream 

of demanding ! 
This is the way with your kind : give an inch, take 

an ell ; — and yet take it ! — 
Yet once more will we try if one voice can be found 

in your favour. 
Nay, but although by this time you may think of 

despising the serpent 
Pliable found to your pressure, yet think not to wile 

to the village 100 

One who has taken your height : — by this lane our 

way lies to the wood, sir/ 
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Round the whole crest of the heath the great wood 

with its horns extended : 
Onward they wound to the wood : the man felt, as a 

man, it behoved him 
Gravelier still to consider, since graver than ever his 

outlook, 
Death, but to spite him came ever a frivolous thought 

of the chamber 105 

Under the home of the bells, with their mad din up in 

the belfry, 
Where, with the ropes that go through it by holes in 

the floor and the ceiling, 
All in the play of the breeze through the window-bars 

from the country. 
Hang, to attain to the flavour so dear to ephemeral 

creatures, 
(Creatures of life and of death, peace and war, light 

and dark, grief and gladness, no 

Bitter and sweet — who disown pleasure born not of 

labour and peril), — 
Hang, for the flavour to come so delicious from Hear- 
ing the loathsome, 
Bucks from the park of the squire in his great red 

house with its chimneys. 
He was the first to discover the next that might serve 

as an umpire : 
Deep in the spray of the fern he detected an eye that 

observed them : 115 

Bright in his brain a thought flashed — ' If I could but ' 
.... he stayed not to finish : — 
Leaping in haste he went up to the fox that was 

hiding and whispered. 
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* Give me your verdict and yours is each plump bit of 

meat in my hen-house.' 

Angrily sidled the snake to the spot and propounded 
the question, 

Bidding Sir Reynard decide. ' Do you bind your- 
selves/ answer'd the Umpire, 120 

'Both, to abide by the judgment my conscience is 
bound to deliver ? ' 

* Bound are we both ' they replied : he rejoin'd, * Ere 

my verdict be given. 
First will I visit, as meet, the said site of the cavern 
aforesaid.* 

Silent as Justice herself, when she feels for the 

Truth, to the cavern 
Traveird the three. At the cavern, since blunt is 

the point of narration, 125 

Poor as compared with the eye, with the sister of light, 

is the dull ear, 
Reynard bade either repeat then and there his true 

part in the action. 
Into the cave slipt the snake, the great boulder was 

lifted against it 

* Now,* said the Fox, * listen both to the sentence I 

give : should defendant 
Prove such an innocent now as to loose from her 

prison the plaintiff, 130 

Then he deserves, I declare, he and all his house, to 

be swallowed.' 
— * Now,' said the man, * 'pon my soul ! ' and bow'd 

down in unquenchable laughter. 
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Nor was the Fox unaware that his spirit within 
him had lightened 
Here with a beautiful flash of true genius, making 

him happy : 
He, too, smiled in his heart and enjoy 'd the loud 

shouts and the laughter 135 

Raised by the other ; but soon, for the lilywhite flesh 

he remember'd. 
Brought to the man's recollection the promise he 

made of the hen-house. 
* Come, when the daylight is gone, when the ways are 

all lost in the twilight, — 
Come,' said the man, * when no foe will be anywhere 

near to molest you — 
Then, if I die not before — *pon my soul — if I die not 

of laughter, 140 

Then your reward shall be yours.' 

By the well-known 

wicket and pathway 
Once more stood he at home and regarded his club- 
footed shadow 
Stretching away to the house, safe and sound in the 

glory of sunset. 
Once more lifted the latch, gave a push to the tight 

gate and entered, 
Saw the familiar sights, heard voices, chuckled to hear 

them. 145 

Then he composed his face for the serious labour of 

supper. 
Warmly, when supper was laid, he fell on the things 

set before him. 
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Soon as his soul had dismissed the desire of eating 

and drinking, 
Settling his back in his chair he detail'd to his wife, 

who sat staring 
Pale as the dead when they stare at the moon from 

the field of the battle, 150 

All that alarming adventure ; but when he concluded 

the story. 
High her glad voice and her hands and her heart in 

thanksgiving ascended. 
Then for a minute or two there was thoughtful silence 

between them. 

* So, then, you promised,' she said, * every cock, chick, 

and hen in the henhouse ? ' 

* Dame, would you set fifty roosts half as high as the 

life of your husband ? ' 155 

' How could I ? ' answered the Dame ; and her hus- 
band, contented, continued, 

* Now is the daylight gone and the ways are all dim 

with the twilight — 
Lending a hand are the boys at the church bells over 

the common — 
Hark, you can hear them now — and the moon is only 

in crescent — 
None are about to alarm him — I doubt not he waits 

for my coming — 160 

I must go keep my appointment ; but hand me my 

club from the fireplace, 
Who knows what may be out, big snakes, mad dogs, 

and like vermin ? ' 
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So from the door he set out by the way that led 

down to the henhouse. 
Hard for the clacking and crowing to come from the 

charge on the poultry 
Listened she : — Sooner she heard a shrill whistle she 

knew was her husband's. 165 

Over the little paved court she flew down to the 

sound of the whistle. 
— There, with his brains a dim white in the glimmer 

of eve, in his own blood, 
Lay on the pavement of brick that went down by the 

door of the henhouse, 
I^y with dull eyes the dead fox : She looked well at 

the club of her helpmate, 
Smear'd with the brains and the gore ; she look'd well 

at the body, she murmur'd, 170 

* This was the rogue, as I take it, who stole the grey 

goose in October.* 
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A HOLIDAY IN THE ZOOLOGICAL 
GARDENS. 



A little nonsense now and then 
Is relish'd by the best of men. 

Thackeray. 



Walking, walking in the Zoo — there is nothing like it 
Chewing is not like it, nor the domiciliary visit of a 

policeman, 
Nor the boring of a half-inch plank with a gimlet 

from a Gentleman's Complete Toolbox, 
Nor the saiHng of little paper boats made from the 

tall cashbooks of a general clothier. 
Nor the growing of hops and speedwells, nor the 

making of long noses, 
Nor the singular insouciance of two split peas, 
Nor the poems of all past ages, with large addition of 

explanatory matter. 
Nor reputed pint bottles, nor the use of patent corks 

for them, — 
— Flute, Coranglais, Bourdon, Voix celeste, Sordine, 

Andante, Staccato, Andantino, Religioso, Allegro, 

Moderato, — which of these are at all like walking 

in the Zoo? 
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None of these are like it, though some may be more 
like it than others. 



II 

O grand expos^, O animated Nature ! 

Great lions looking at you, and then turning away 

and looking at somebody else, 
Long tigers too, lithe and corky, with tremendous 

arms but no hind legs to speak of, 
Pumas and jaguars and blinking leopards, and all 

the leopards that have ever been in these dens 

since the gardens were first open'd, 
And the dens themselves, out of which no beast shall 

get, at least to-day, if I know it. 
Knock-kneed striped hyaenas, seedy, not courting in- 
quiries into character, but past caring much, — for 

what, after all, does it matter ? 
Laughter on my lips have none heard, nor ever shall 

hear, though thrice or four times I be poked in 

the ribs, 
But poke in the ribs the spotted hyaena and he shall 

laugh loud, and you with him. 
Nor yet from laughter shall I refrain, unheard, for am 

not I both you and the spotted hyaena? 

Ill 

O grand expos^, O animated Nature ! 

Bears, bears, bears — one of them on the top of a 
pole, taking your buns, as if perhaps they might, 
on the whole, possibly, be a little better than 
nothing — 
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Big white panting Polar bears, resentful, not wishing 

the Arctic expedition to start without them, 
Sun-bears and the remarkable stink that always hangs 

about them. 
Also the black tongues of some of the other bears 

licking the cold cage-bars, and the taste of their 

tongues afterwards, 
Mysteries are here and genealogies, specifications and 

what-not 



IV 

O grand expos^, O animated Nature ! 

O blessed CEcumenical Council of Monkeys, O my 
heirs, executors, administrators and assigns ; 

O my invaluable kinsmen, sons of mine and fathers, 
mothers, grandmothers, grandfathers, grandfathers" 
wives, wives' grandmothers, grandmothers' hus- 
bands, fathers' brothers, mothers' brothers, fathers' 
sisters' husbands, fathers' sisters, mothers' sisters, 
fathers' brothers' wives, mothers' brothers' wives, 
wife's father's sisters, wife's mother's sisters, 
mother's sister's husbands, step-mothers, step- 
fathers, wife's mothers, daughters, wife's daughters, 
sons' wives, daughters' husbands, sisters, wife's 
sisters, brothers' wives, sisters' husbands, son's 
daughters, son's sons, daughters' daughters, 
daughters' sons, sons' sons' wives, sons' daughters' 
husbands, daughters' sons' wives, daughters' 
daughters' husbands, wife's sons' daughters, 
wife's daughters' daughters, brothers' daughters, 

B B 
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brothers' sons, sisters' daughters, sisters' sons, 
brothers' sons' wives, brothers' daughters' hus- 
bands, sisters' sons' wives, sisters' daughters' hus- 
bands, wife's brothers' daughters, wife's sisters' 
daughters. 

Hail every one of you, not one will I miss, I shake 
hands with all of you, 

Your hands clasp d in mine, yours rather hard and 
rough, black, and a little cold to the touch, 

And every one of you I kiss, pressing tenderly my 
lips on the delicate osseous projection that sur- 
rounds your eye-orbits. 



O grand expos^, O animated Nature ! 

Gaimt hump'd camels, hairy old rabbis, ill-used, with 
I don't know how many stomachs inside, 

Fine keen-eyed eagles, hopping about their cages 
like very large airballs, not able to walk well, 
because their trowsers hang too low between 
their legs, 

Vultures, condors, king vultures and staring cw]s, — 
these last trying to warm their five wits, but not 
succeeding in warming any just at present. 

Wolves, and guinea pigs, and jackals, and ocelots, and 
caracals, and civets, and zibets, and genets, and 
coatimondis, and all that sort of small fiy. 

Corpulent seals slithering out of water and lying there 
like handsome helpings of savoury jelly, 

Or unsavoury, if you like, but T wish you to bear in 
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mind the shadowy-looking bits of meat that 
dapple the transparency. 
Hark ! hist ! do you hear it ? the not-to-be-forgotten 
obligato of the noontide laughing jackass ! 



VI 

O grand exposd, O animated Nature 1 

O the tunnel, and the noise we make going through it, 
and the sun beyond and the little stall with very 
dry cakes and the rows of ginger-beer bottles. 

And the dingy little cage at the top of the hill, almost 
always empty. 

And the inclination one has VO take off one's hat and 
wipe the perspiration off the inside as one turns 
towards the kangaroos, 
, And the dark sheds of the kangaroos, and the kan- 
garoo so put tjogether that he doesn't quite seem 
to belong to himself, though a pretty creature 
with nice handy little forelegs. 

And the snakes, 

And the plate-glass in front of them, and their blankets, 
and the frpgs, that some of these days they are 
going to eat, and the creepy feeling as one thinks 
how nasty the cold frog will be. 

Something of identity I note here, and of relation, as 
well as the indeterminate occupation of the mind 
with foregone conclusions. 

Time too enters into these matters, and space ; but I 
was bom for them. 

Look at those enormous pythonS) made apparently of 
B B 2 
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canvas — not so clever as they look or they would 
not be there. 

VII 

O grand expos^, O animated Nature ! 

Let us advance along the avenue by the canal, and 
see the slow barges and their httle smoking 
chimneys, and the bargemen who are not inside 
the gardens as we are. 

It is quite right that they should be where they are, 
and quite right that we should be where we are ; 
both of these I pronounce to be perfectly right, 
and I declare that this state of things receives 
my entire approval. 

Cockatoos ! 

And macaws, and lories, a whole houseful of them ; 
let us stop and hear what they have to say, for 
it would seem to be somewhat from the noise 
they are making. 

You have no ears to hear, but I have, and they desire 
you to understand that they believe in the In- 
fallibility of the Pope. 

Let us hurry hence, lest we be convinced by so per- 
suasive an argument. 

Lo a large crowd ! Lo tout-le-monde ' 

Lo, with limp proboscis, human kids upon him, they 
also intelligent. 

Comes one of the elephants, open-kneed, as an old 
gentleman, hurried, with feet rather tender ! 

Swift and silent his huge legs swing past me like the 
shadows of my legs before a lit lamp. 
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—No, tio, revolving iron gate, we don*t go out just 
yet, nor even ten minutes hence, nor indeed at 
all till we have seen our full money's worth. 



VITI 

grand exposd, O animated Nature ! 

Elephants, rhinoceroses, hippopotami, — ^huge horse- 

god-mothers every one of them; 
What are these peering over the palings with slippery 

black tongues, as if on ink bottles they lived ? 
High giraffes these, out-growing their strength, up 

there, ever so high, but not, so far as I can judge 

from this distance, in the least giddy. 

1 like the going of that springy old ostrich, able to 

digest a * Daily Telegraph ' as easily as a horse- 
shoe, or even these eatables which I bought in 
the Refreshment House. 

IX 

Farewell, farewell, adieu, au revoir. 

Much have I sung, and much have I left unsung, and 

though I should sing for ever, unsung would 

much remain. 
But it cannot really matter, for the unsung is identical 

with the sung. 
The grey twilight falls, and Papa goes home, and 

Mamma, and little Tommy with them. 
And I too go though I remain here for ever. 
You have heard only the beginning of my poem ; the 

stars are at this moment meditating the rest 
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The wombat knows all about it, if you don't, and so 
does the beaver, and the toucan discovered it, 
this morning, in a little bit of his food that had 
dried hard on one of the cross wires of his cage. 

Au revoir, au revoir, adieu^ 



And yet one word more, as dreaming at home I sit, 

and you somewhere else, wherever it may be; 
What! have I called this a poem? a poemidion 

rather, an odelet, even a parodia ! 
For it may be that one or two of you shall have 

possibly here detected something of a likeness to 

the style of another. 
There are likenesses in the world as well as unlike- 

nesses — ^but that is not precisely what I was 

going to say. 
This is the point. Parodies there are of many kinds. 
Spite inspires some, and impotent envy, and the bitter 

overflowings of irreconcilable indigestions. 
Of these find none here, for you. must needs put thena 

in if you desire to find them. 
Of criticism, intelligent or unintelligent, not one word 

here shall you find. 
If some things are too much for my gravity, suppose 

me not therefore insensible to the power of all- 
others. 
Good unthinking laughter, the kindlier the better — > 

Give me that if you can, if not, then nothing. 
Farewell, au revoir 1 
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With two sleek fingers of thy hand 
Thou tappest on the slender stand 
Of that expensive winieglass, and 
With steady gaze, 

Regard'st the flaming grate that glows 
Confused and hot at feeling those 
Thine open orbs, without repose, 
Upon its blaze. 

It sees the wonted kerchief spread 
About thy bald, unyielding head. 
It knows thy palate duly fed, 
It cannot think 

"VMiy such a goodly dinner made, 
And warmth, and kerchief lightly laid, 
And wine, this evening, can't persuade 
Those eyes to blink. 

It knows not, for it cannot know, 
What dreams of grief and shapes of woe 
£efore thy fancy come and go 

And paAise and bring 
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That look about thy lower lip 
Of ... . Nay, no pain alone could nip 
Just so a mouth : some tender slip 
Of other spring 

Than where the marsh of sorrow blooms 
Is budding surely through the glooms 
That gather round the place of tombs 
Wherein thou stray'st ; 

And if— (to guess from what I see, — 
That lip)— I take the bloom to be 
Some slip of self-complacency 

With virtue graced, — 

A virtue, little known before, 

That prompts thee from thy boundless store 

To reckon items for the poor. 

And yearn to give, — 

Canst thou deny it ? — wealthy thou, 
Who saf st to-day with thoughtful brow 
Among thy peers contriving how 
The poor shall live, 

When mouths increase and prices rise. 
And petty tradesmen solemnise. 
As spousals, mere adulteries 

Of chalk and lead. 

And alum and poor human bones, 
And mud that Father Thames disowns. 
With butter, pepper — (Chairman groans) — - 
And beer and bread ; 
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Who hear'st these grave disclosures yet, 
The speeches, the applause they met, 
Plans, counterplans in order set ; 
But while aware 

Of all they said, within thy heart 
Scom'st speech, wilt play some better part — 
Until I say, and make thee start, 
* O friend, beware ! ' 

Twere pleasant doing — dost thou think — 
Some little bit of good ? Ah, wink 
Thy piu-pose to thy wine and drink 
And warm thy blood — 

But let me tell thee, only when 
Wines drop like dew from walnuts, then 
Shall any hope to do for men 
A little good. 

Receive a proof : — A tatter'd Sweep 
Through blast thou saw'st and rainstorm creep 
To-day, — his cough was loud and deep. 
And in thy mercy 

Thou thought'st, * If that poor Sweep had on 
A flannel vest ! . . . I'll give him one V 
Not knowing how much better none 
Than just a jersey ! 

For, that at washing, what's to do ? 
With cOugh increased thy gift he'll rue :— 
And giving one means giving two. 
And there we have 



y Google 



378 THE COST, 

Shut up in one so simple saw. 

One sample— (rough and something raw 

Perhaps) — the universal law, 

Whence none can save 

The man who, prick'd at heart, designs 
To smooth a sufferer's harsher lines, 
To sweep away the woful signs 

That wound his souL 

For they foreknow the million seeds 
One seed shall bear, who know the needs 
The present of one faggot breeds, 
One penny roll. 

I feed a starved street Arab : — fed, 
He tells me that he has a head, — 
I might as well have left him dead 
As save, alas, 

His body only ! Add the boon 
Of knowledge ! — let him cipher ; soon 
He'll break his heart, or see the moon 
Through Newall's glass. 

Instruct in reading ; — hell desire 
To read thy books before thy fire, 
Nor cease, perhaps, till he require 
To wed thy niece. 

At any point deny our friend, 
Hell wonder why we cared to lend 
A helping hand for such an end. 

And broke his peace ! 
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No limit ! — Give and you may give 
For ever, like a riddled sieve I — 
None hold it now enough to live, 

All's strike and strife ! 

No limit ! All have found it sa 
Give ! give ! . ♦ . Why one, some years ago> 
So caught His Heart in human woe 
He gave His Life I 
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There is the friend of whom I spoke ; — at least 
So much as in a momentary glance 
The sun could catch ; — it needs a keener eye 
Than any sun's to see the man ; — but hold 
The picture, and take time to summon up 
Whatever thou hast in common with the great, 
And so regard it Do not haste to speak. 
— Now you are ready, let me hear. You say 
It is the saddest face you ever saw ! 
It is indeed ; — the soul there aches with That 
Which here, upon our one of all the worlds, 
Was What did ooze from that rad Jewish Cross 
On Calvary. I cannot picture him 
Myself ; — it were a foul impertinence, 
In such a presence, after ways approved, 
To balance pointed phrases, and to call 
Them him ; a littie better way than that 
Would be to put in those mute lips you see 
Some words that I have heard, and often hear 
While sitting, musing, in my solitude. 

Hear of the first day that I saw that man. 
— High on the grassy limit of a range 
Of hills I lay ; upon mine ear, behind. 
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The shorewaves of a bouidless forest broke ; 

But, looking past the myriad tints of green 

Breathed on sweet slope, rich field, or sylvan knoll 

Beneath my feet, I saw my native land, 

England, — no other name, no county name 

Or names, were worthy of that spacious plain — 

Array'd in all the hues a happy eye 

Could dwell on, dowered unremittingly 

With motion and emotion, as it were, 

By looks of love from out of Heaven, that used 

Large sunlight and the ever-moving cloud 

As ministers. Then, painfully distinct, 

I heard a footstep fall in the long grass 

Behind me, and beheld, on turning round. 

What sun and air and this fair world of ours 

Had given this friend's high soul wherewith to frame 

An image and be seen : — yon portraiture 

Cannot reveal the noble art it used. 

After the shy remarks of one who tried 
To set his spirit free from what he felt 
A national reserve unworthily 
Maintain'd by children of one Father in Heaven, 
He sat beside me : I, more open-mouthed, 
Made him companion of my latest thoughts 
At once ; and pointing to the far away ' 
Horizon-hills, utterly beautiful, 
I said : * We take things even as they come ! 
But if we dare a moment's thought, O what 
Heart-rending black experience is that 
Which tells us yonder valleys are not Heaven 1 ' 
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' A Hell/ he answer'd, ' beyond all that brain 
Hath dream*d of frozen or of fiery Alp, 
The smooth and smiling hill whereon we sit. 
It that just thought of yours — (too just, alas !) 
Even by the fire it bears, (too terrible 
For heart of man), consume not every doubt 
That dims eternal hope.* 

Nor ended here 
The converse — (surely for us both before 
Ordain'd) — which that my saying from the Vast 
Evoked, with memories whereof I mean 
To make those pictured lips to speak to you — 
With scattered parts : — the ridge severe, the dark 
Motionless gorge, the plot of playful green. 
The controversial crags, the broad plateau — 
Vea, what so made one range of all the heights, 
Whereon we wing'd our way that afternoon, 
Down in the ocean of strong Time subsiding, 
Leave but a group of Sporades* 

I soon 
Suspected that the mind which spoke to me 
Must be the mind which had been moulding mine 
By that new voice God gave to men, whereby 
To meet each other in the holy moods 
Of solitude — ^the voice of books, — and rightly, 
For he it was. 

Perhaps the healthy breeze 
Led us, I do not know, to speak of sports : 
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I found him member of the Alpine Club j 

But when I spoke about the manliness 

That grows in those who stalk the deer and hunt 

The fox, and spear the salmon, hook the trout. 

Lifting his manly hand and his large arm. 

He answered : * He who made the need of flesh 

Hath doubtless made it good fcr beasts to die : — 

Kill then ; but O with all solemnity. 

And with becoming share in that sharp pain 

It is oiu: doom to give ' — Am I not sent 

To those, our fellow-creatures iii the world. 

The image of their God ? O let them not 

Bow down themselves through all their mournful 

tribes 
Before Apollo ! ' Without pause, forthwith. 
His ardent eyes were open'd on the scene, 
Which centred in us twain, who crown'd the hill, 
In such wise that they seem'd, a little while, 
The organs of a sense they were not made 
To serve ; and while so rapt, he spoke again : 

* The passive yet divinely-moulded rock, 

The grass, the tree, that grows to more and more, 
The insect, where first dawns the sun of joy, 
The serviceable, slowly-conscious herd — 
How are they coming up to God I — in us 
God pouring back on them ! ' 

And after that, 
I know not how, we talk*d of Waterloo : 

* Upon that day sublime,' said he, * there met 
One round whose godlike head obedient play*d 
God*s lightning, and Another, unto whom 
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God gave a good stout human heart and brain 
To make the best of; — and he made the best ; 
Heaven's lightning, and the very floods that wash 
The roots of hell, were loosed about that man ; — 
The man was greater than the demigod — 
He triumphed. Know ye not,' saith Waterloo, 
* That we shall judge the angels ? ' 

And again. 
Among the undistinguishable waves 
I move to find another island form ; 
And here I take my stand. Our dialogue 
Was hovering, with a sense of the profound, 
O'er Paul's great message, * As in Adam all 
Die, so in Christ shall all be made alive.' 
I told him I had read the words of one 
Who saith — and many say it also — * Where — 
If wicked men be cast not out for ever — 
Where is my Heaven ? ' — * Where mine, if so they be ? ' 
With indignation not reveal'd before, 
He answer'd : ' IIow could I aspire to reach 
The Mind of mind, which is the Mind of Christ, — -- 
Of Him Whose heart, in bliss beyond all Heaven's, 
Could not endure the pain that fix'd itself 
And gave no peace, until it drove Him out 
To herd with harlots, — if I could not bear 
The presence better than the suffering 
Of any ? ' Then I answer'd : * Some would say 
That leaning on His mercy you forget 
His justice.' But he ask'd : * Who ever yet 
Beheld true Justice without Mercy, — ^who 
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Trufe Mercy without Justice ? To be sure, 

Of infinite and finite men will prate, 

But how can it be other by their being 

Infinitely themselves, unless that mean 

Their being less themselves than here they are?' 

I, looking on his warlike face, replied, 

* Yet are you never one of those who dream 

That every colour is a lovely rose.' 

It may be that he smiled — M so, a smile 

As grave as what he utter'd — when he said, 

' Know we not men can make an ugly thing 

In Architecture and in other ways, 

Beyond all Nature's matching ? Do not doubt 

That we transcend the world's reach either way, 

Downward as well as upward.' 

I once more. 
Although I hardly dared to push my way 
Into the weakness of a man like that, 
Put question to him thus : — * Doth not sometimes 
A horror find you in some lonely hour. 
And ask you if God may not after all 
Be what most men declare, not what you hope ? — 
Were it not better to make peace with One 
Whose wrath might quash remonstrance in a breath 
Of quenchless fire ?' * Can He do worse to me 
Than be the cruel Tyrant that you dream ? ' 
This was the answer that he made. 

And here 
I leave my picture : very little more 
c c 
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C an thoughts delineate the man than those 

Dead lines that mean his features ; far was he 

From that so common weakness of the Time 

Of putting thoughts for Thought and truths for Truth. 



1862. 
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THE DEAD. 



Weep not for us, nor wear 
The sable garb or air 
Of one who hears, from gulphs of grief, their muffled 
sounds of mirth 

Who feast on earth ; 

11 

But rather banquet thou, 
Such flowers about thy brow 
As never yet, at earthly banquet, robb'd the fever'd 
brain 

Of fire and pain ; 

III 

For either all the bliss 
That gleams and flies in this, 
Abides with us for ever — all the Grace, the Light, the 
Love — 

In worlds above, 
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IV 



Or man's heart, earth, and sky 
Meet but to voice a lie 
Nursed all the silent ages in the Heart that has the 
throne 

Unseen, unknown : — 



And weep not then but bolt. 
In passionate revolt, 
Indignant tears, and break thy heart, and storm with 
holden breath 

The tower of Death ! 
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NIGHT. 

(FROM ALKMAN.) 

The mighty mountain ridges sleep, 
The torrent course, the headland steep, 
The awful gorges dark and deep : — 
Each leaf through all the breathless wood 
Asleep !— the black earth's reptile brood. 
The wild hill-creatures in their coverts rude : 
Slumber the dumb swarms of the honey-bee, 
And ocean monsters down in deeps of purple sea. 
And, folding long wings dreamily. 
The solitary birds of rapine perch'd about on scar and 
tree. 
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LAMENT FOR LESBIANS SPARROW. 

(FROM CATULLUS.) 

With all the Beauties and Desires of Heaven, 
Whate'er is fair of woman-bom, lament ! 
Dead is mine own Love's sweetest Philip, dead — 
(Whom dearer than her own dear eyes she held) — 
The Sparrow, dead the darling of my Love ! 
How charming was he ! O he knew as well 
His one sweet mistress as her mother she : 
A truant from her bosom was he never; 
Hopping about her here and there, he kept 
His cheerful chirrup for her ear alone — 
Now for that kingdom, by the pass of gloom. 
Bound, from whose bourn no traveller returns ! 
— O but all ill, ill shades of Orcus, find 
You for your hunger after all that's fair, 
So fair was Philip whom ye bear away ' 
O dark misdeed — poor little fellow — thine. 
Poor Philip, thine 'tis that so flush'd and swoH'n 
With weeping droop the eyelids of my Love. 
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IN A ROMAN CHURCH. 



Of love that fails, of hearts that chill, 
Of thousands that have been her own 

Lured off down divers tracts of ill, 

The Church, wan Mother, makes her moan. 



Hope never to renew thy youth. 
To taste, O Church, one vernal hour, 

While what the nations need is — Truth, 
And what thy leaders love is — Power ! 



ATRABILIOUS. 

TO THE PRESIDENT OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 

You keep a chemical professor. Will 
You give an honest friend, sir, leave to state his 

Opinion that on entrance a blue-pill 
To each art-critic should be ofFer'd gratis ? 
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CRANMER. 

* Time-server, sleek world-worshipper, discreet 
Denier and betrayer of thy Lord, 

Coward in deed nor very bold in word, 

Banned from still paths made smooth for holy feet. 

Cursed back from crags where splendid sinners meet,' — 

Cranmer, of what gross title most abhorred 

Canst thou resent our latter days' award ? 

* Amen ' methinks to all thy lips repeat. 

Lift I fierce hand to fling the avenging stone ? 

Sublime in Heaven rose ever I as when 

Thy soul was great with all remorse to groan 

And bear God's Faith new-given thee ? If so, 

then .... 
Oh, then this hand were ashes like thine own 
Before one loveless word it dared to pen. 
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MILLENNIUM. 

Veiled from all eyes in his own all-inaccessible glory, 
Throned in the sacred sky rules the meridian sun ; 
All the rich hues upon earth do deepen and darken 
beneath him ; — 
O what a deep blue sea ! what a wondtrful 
day ! 
What were the wonder if down from the dry cliff 
broke with a rustle — 
Broke with flash upon flash — ^hundreds of rivers of 
life? 
What if this voice of the air were to shrill with a shout 
and a laughter, 
Sent from the lips of the starved crown'd at the 
banquet of God ? 
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THE CATERPILLAR. 

Draw thy tender rings behind thee, overtop that spear 

of grass, 
Slowly browse across the leaf here, slowly browse and 

slowly pass. 
() what thrilling loves await thee ! O what wealth of 

purple wings ! 
Yea, the air shall be thy pleasance, thou shalt sip 

celestial springs ! 
Blind as the first of all thy race was to thy fate thou 

wendest on ; — 
I can fuse thy Past, thy Present, and thy Future into 

one. 
I, a prophet, gaze upon thee; deep self-awe is in my 

heart ; 
I can look from what thou shalt be back to what this 

eve thou art. 
In inexplicable sorrow fall mine eyes, O worm, on 

thee ; — 
Is there any, throned in wisdom, looking down this 

eve on me, 
Turning at this moment to me from the being I shall 

be? 
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*WHAT I WILL WITH MINE OWN/ 



Dig clay and square in moulds and bake 
In smoking mounds your bricks, and take 

Guerdon exactly to your labour due ; 

Or grind the grain that earth has fed, 
And shape for men their daily bread, 

And duly still your toil returns in fruit to you. 

II 

But spend your passion, spend your toil 

On that unseen, that mystic soil. 
Where springs the life of souls from sacred seed, 

And, if to have borne fierce noonday fire 

For God fulfil not your desire, 
Know that it well may be you win no other meed. 
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* She is not dead, she sleeps ! 

— ^The parting of the breathy 
Pale brows where lifeblood leaps 

No more — deem these not Death." 



Ah Lord, forbid, I pray, 
Such cloud should ever kiss 

These eyes that Thou must say 

' Dead ! Dead ! No sleep is this ! ' 
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BY LOCH LOMOND. 
Evening, 



O'er thee too then for ever droop, O Lake, 

The mist and gloom ? And doth thy mournful deep 

Ne'er to the joy of cloudless Heavens awake ? 

II 
No limit lies between the Lake and sky 
Before me ; one entrancing element 
From Heaven to earth is stretched before mine eye. 

Ill 
Cloudlike the dim shores seem to float midway : — 
Between them, touched with somewhat more of light, 
With faintest dawning of a lighter grey, 

IV 

It seems a path, that leads, that leads on through 
The darkness ; — ^whither ? — leads— (for all my heart 
Cries that it leads) — on— on — O whereunto ? 
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V 
Leads on, mysterious path ! O surely now, 
O at this wondrous moment, down this path, 
Whose fulness of deep mystery daunts my brow, 

VI 

O surely, now, some Being there might bend 
Celestial steps towards me where I kneel, 
And here unfold his heart on mine, and end 

VII 

The unencouraged conflict and the woe 
Of yearning, and the everlasting search. 
And tell me what my whole soul aches to know. 

1856. 
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LIFE FROM THE DEAD. 



Ah Lord, what ways of Death these feet of mine 
Have found — wan lands where, under light malign, 
Dim ruins loom and voiceless spirits pine ! — 

II 
Where stealthy murmurs through the stagnant air 
Creep, blasting all that should have grown to wear 
The authentic glory of the good and fair, 

III 
With pitiless persistence proving still 
What blackest droppings of perennial ill 
From seeming steps of noblest men distil, — 

IV 

With what a fair but what a thin disguise 
Man fain would cloak from undeluded eyes 
His hates, death-horrors, nameless agonies, 

v 
To deadlier horrors, farther yet from day, 
To larger dissolutions borne away 
For ever — to more intimate decay — 
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VI 
If exaltations that illume with tears 
Of rapture his dim eyes, and numb his fears — 
Brief brightest moments in his awful years — 

VII 

Descend not on him from some other sphere. 
There of subsistence as supreme as here 
Of swiftest passage over eye and ear, 

VIII 

Whereof, in storied time, what sign to show ? 
— Ah guerdon of my wanderings in my woe, 
Ah prize of knowing Death so well to know 

IX 

That not more vainly to Thy morning tomb 
Thy Maries came than we at even, whom 
Thou seest search our elements of gloom 

X 

To find Thee !— Truth of truths that never Child 
Wast Thou, O sovran Spirit undefiled, 
Of this Death-haunted evil-wasted wild 1 

XI 

And — ^bliss beyond all bliss that this must be ! 
And — O my Lord, Love, Heaven, desiring me> 
My God, my Jesus, Whom mine eyes shall see ! 

1874. 
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EIS KOAASIN AIONION. 



It may be true that when I vanish hence 
And face the light, I shall not need to fear 

The ghasdy guerdon of impenitence, 
The burning horrors of that exile drear : 

II 
But, ah, what torture that these nerves can feel, 

What anguish that can rack the startled brain, 
While here flesh deadens all, can e'er reveal 

My infinite immitigable pain, 

III 
If back I look upon my life and see 

Some other — now with things for ever stored 
Which having never been can never be — 

Had been far dearer to my dearest Lord ? 
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A VOICE FROM THE JUDGMENT. 

AVhen that great Day shall dawn that brings to light 

The dreams and deeds of Night, 
When, dumb with dread forebodings, spirits stand 

To hear a Voice demand 
What erst, while yet beneath a mortal sun, 

Their faith and homage won, 
And gusts of shameless memory, dark with hours 

Of yieldings and lost powers, 
Bring on the frightful horror lest at last 

So blind, so weak a Past 
To mad world-wanderings, by stem doom, allow 

Eternal error now — 
O what remember'd madness, what perverse 

Pursuit, shall drive the curse 
Of self-damnation through the soul, — confuse 

All pleas frail heart might use, — 
As here to have doubted if plain Truth and free 

Must lead, my God, to Thee ? 
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THE PROMISE. 

God's ancient rebels driven 
Even to the outmost of the parts of Heaven, 

If only they would there 
Forget rebellion in repentant pray'r, — 

Down thither would He come, 
Thence would He gather and thence fetch them home. 

— So runs and surely runs 
In vain His promise to His chosen ones, 

If Hell itself may know 
One spot so far among its leagues of woe 

That pray'r may never move, 
Breathed hence, the sovran heart of saving Love. 
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TO PRAY AND NOT TO FAINT. 



My lips repeat the pray'r — I kneel — 

My hands axe clasped — my head is bow'd- 
But oh this heart that cannot feel I 

These eyes that cannot pierce the cloud ! 
How dare I mock at God in Heaven ? 

— Whatever weakness leaves me bare, 
This one last power at least is given — 

Not praying, not to seem in pra/r. 



And yet unmoved I kneel. Behold, 

O fiend, a human soul whose choice 
It is — mute, miserable, cold, 

Without a heart, without a voice — 
At God's feet— shut from Heaven— to fall. 

Far more than hence to fly, to live 
Entranced, crowned, radiant with all 

Thou givest but He will not give. 
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THE VICTORY. 



Our surest towers of refuge fall, 

Ground down with iron wheel ; 
Our wills lie shattered ; — ^under all 

A Father's Heart we feel. — 
— Scorned by the dreadful world, apart, 

Sin-stricken spirits moan, — 
Would we could fold them heart to heart 

As fathers fold their own ! 

II 
A thousand recreant forces rise, 

Defiant, hateful ; — One, 
Who lifts for ever loving eyes 

We own and name The Son. . 
— Obedient we to laws of love 

Through rebel hosts have trod ; — 
Thick clouds from orphan'd eyes remove, 

They own the Sons of God ! 

Ill 
One order stem all things fulfil, 
Bloom, flourish, and decay ; 
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Free motions of One Spirit still 

We wait for as we pray. 
— ^Thrones, states, creeds, hopes innumerous 

Break up, the boldest quaU ; — 
Sublimer ages bom in us 

Their dauntless spirits hail. 

IV 

If Love, whose patience none can wear, 

Faith prompt, unshaken, pure, 
Hope, strong to baffle all despair. 

Through us on earth endure, 
Not ours the deathless triumph : we. 

Dark else and dead, have shone 
With saving splendour born of Thee, 

Thrice Holy Three in One ! 
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